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Carl Lewis has little joy in his life. He’s recently struggled 
through a painful divorce, has partial custody of his two 
kids, and is learning to rearrange his schedule so work as a 
detective is no longer first. It’s not easy. Then he meets his 
new neighbor, Vincent Androse, an openly gay firefighter 
who just went through a bad break-up of his own. He gives 
the man a hand moving furniture, and they strike up a 
friendship that starts to fill holes in Carl’s life he didn’t even 
know were there. 


Vincent moves to get away from his cheating ex- 
boyfriend, Lonnie. His new house is big and empty, and he 
finds himself enjoying the Friday night BBQs with his new 
friend, Carl, even with the man’s kids there. When Lonnie 
shows up, begging for him to come back, again, and refuses 
to leave, Carl steps in, pretending to be the new boyfriend. 
Vincent discovers Carl can kiss—really kiss, and he starts 
wanting things the straight cop can’t give him. Can he? 
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Fireman’s Carry 


Carry Me: Book One 


By 


Charlie Richards 


To all the firemen in Utah for constantly risking their lives 
putting out our many, huge forest fires! 


Chapter One 


Carl didn’t notice the moving van right away. He was too 
busy trying to wrap his mind around the events of the last 
eight months...his wife leaving, the lengthy divorce, the 
settlement, child support, and shared custody. The creak of 
Carl’s porch steps finally brought him out of his reverie. His 
head snapped up, taking in the stranger moving toward 
him. 


The man stood maybe a couple inches over six feet, had 
broad shoulders, and appeared muscular without looking 
like a body builder. The strong legs and arms were easily 
discernible in the form-fitting, faded and worn blue jeans 
and black George Strait t-shirt he wore. The man’s short, 
wavy brown hair flopped across his sweat glistened 
forehead. Carl’s cop instincts took all the information in with 
a glance. 


“Good morning,” the man greeted, stopping five feet away 
from where Carl sat on his porch swing. 


“If you say so,” Carl replied, cringing internally at his surly 
tone. Seeing the man’s dark brows shoot up, he sighed. “I’m 
sorry. l'm not usually an ass.” He rose, moved the bottle of 
Budweiser to his left hand, and held out his right. “Carl 
Lewis. What can | do for you?” 


“Nice to meet you, Carl. Vincent Androse.” He nodded to 
the beer Carl held. “I guess the morning must have been 
rough. It’s not even noon yet.” After a second, his brows 


ratcheted up a notch. “Unless this is normal for you.” 
Vincent shook his head and chuckled. “I’m sorry. I’m not 
making a very good first impression. Lonnie always said | let 
my mouth run away with me.” 


A chatterbox. Interesting. Not too many men that looked 
like this one suffered from that particular affliction. Carl held 
up a hand, stopping Vincent’s stream of nonsense. “No, | 
don’t normally start this early in the morning, but I’ve 
already dealt with an angry ex-wife today. Now, can | help 
you with something? You’re not selling anything, are you?” 
Vincent didn’t look like a salesman, but what the hell did he 
know? 


“No! Of course not,” Vincent assured him quickly. “I’m 
moving in across the street.” He shoved a hand through his 
dark curls and cringed. “My buddy just bailed on me. The U- 
Haul truck is due back in three hours, and | need to be at 
the fire house right after that. | wouldn’t normally do this, 
but I’m in a bit of a bind. Is there any way | could talk you 
into helping me for half an hour? | only have a couple big 
things.” 


Carl took a lazy pull on his beer, thinking maybe this 
man’s morning wasn’t so hot either. “What the hell. I’ve 
heard a little physical activity is good for relieving stress.” 


Vincent let out a relieved, if somewhat strained laugh, and 
Carl smiled for the first time since Rhonda had called that 
morning. “Il owe you one, Carl. l'II buy you a case to make it 
up to you.” 


Draining the last of his beer and setting it on the porch 
rail, Carl shook his head. “Don’t worry about it,” he said, 
following his new neighbor down the porch steps and across 


the street. “That’s what cops are for, right? To protect and 
serve?” 


“A cop, huh?” Vincent replied, his tone deepening, 
probably since he was no longer stressed out by having to 
ask a complete stranger for a favor. “How long?” 


“Fourteen years. And technically, | made detective nearly 
five years ago.” He followed Vincent up the truck’s ramp 
and into the cavernous box hold. “You’re a fireman?” he 
asked, picking up one end of a deep brown leather couch. 
Vincent grunted, nodding curtly as he hefted the other end. 
“Fucking hell, man. No wonder your buddy bailed. Your 
couch weighs a damn ton!” he growled out through 
clenched teeth. 


Vincent’s chuckle sounded strained again, but this time 
from exertion. “Yeah, when it was bought, weight wasn’t 
going through the mind. The comfort more than makes up 
for the weight, though.” 


“It better,” he grunted back. 


Once down the ramp, they spun the couch so Vincent 
walked backwards. Tilting it at an angle, they maneuvered it 
through the door. Fortunately, Vincent wanted it in the front 
room. They settled it perpendicular to the fireplace with the 
back to the front window. Carl turned and dropped onto the 
heavy piece of furniture, checking Vincent’s claim. 


Vincent smirked and crossed his arms over his chest. “I’m 
right, aren’t |?” 


He stretched his legs out, leaned his head against the 
back, and let out a sigh. “Not bad,” Carl had to admit. He 
grinned at the ceiling. “My wife took most of the furniture. 
Where’d you get this? Something similar would be nice.” 


“Uh, I’m not sure actually,” Vincent said, frowning. 


“Well, if you remember, let me know,” Carl said, pushing 
to his feet. 


The fireman shook his head. “It’s not that,” he said. Carl 
paused, cocking his head in interest. Vincent opened his 
mouth once, then snapped it shut. 


Carl frowned. “It’s not hot, is it? You didn’t steal it, did 
you?” He wouldn’t have thought that about a fireman, but... 


Vincent laughed nervously. “No. My boyfriend brought it 
home while going through a western phase. I’m not sure 
where he got it, but it ended up in our study after he got 
tired of it.” 


His boyfriend? What...Oh! From the set look on the man’s 
face, Carl figured Vincent expected him to walk out without 
helping him move the rest of his stuff. Or maybe take a 
swing at him, but with the man’s powerful build, he couldn’t 
imagine that happening too often. Carl shrugged. Whatever. 
It had never bothered Carl who other people decided to 
screw. 


“I was married sixteen years,” Carl said, which made 
Vincent blink in confusion. “Rhonda and | married just out of 
high school. How long were you and...Lonnie?” he guessed, 
remembering the name from earlier. Vincent nodded after a 
second. “How long were you and Lonnie together?” The man 
didn’t need to tell Carl that he and Lonnie were no longer 
together. The fact that the couch was once again in the 
living room, coupled with the missing friend, not boyfriend, 
was proof enough. 


Vincent let out a low breath. “Wow. Not that long. Eight 
years. What happened to you?” 


Memories of the fights, his wife screaming, the threats, 
still painful after nearly eight months, pulled at his mind. 
Carl shook his head, dislodging their hold. Heading toward 
the door, he opened his mouth, but Vincent beat him to it. 


His hand landed on Carl’s shoulder, stopping him in his 
tracks. “I’m sorry. That’s none of my business. | shouldn’t 
have asked.” 


Carl’s lips curled in a depreciative smirk. “Naw. I’d much 
rather just have a few drinks in me before laying that out.” 
He sighed and forced a smile. “When’s your next night off, 
Vincent?” 


Vincent’s brows shot up, and he dropped his hand. “Friday. 
Why?” 


“Friday, huh?” he said, heading out the door and back to 
the U-Haul. He noticed Vincent followed close behind. He 
stared at the old fashioned big screen TV. “Let me guess. 
Lonnie picked this out, too, and then replaced it?” At the big 
fireman’s blush, Carl laughed. “Front room?” he asked 
hopefully. 


After Vincent nodded, the pair hefted the TV and carried it 
into the house. Once they’d settled it across from the couch, 
Carl leaned on it and looked at the other man. He saw lines 
of stress around the fireman’s firm lips, and fatigue filled the 
man’s brown eyes. “Look. | have my kids Friday night, but if 
you don’t mind hanging out with them, I'll make you 
dinner.” Vincent’s brows creased and he looked away. Carl 
realized the man got the wrong idea. He chuckled and held 
up a hand in placation. “I’m straight, so don’t worry about 
me coming on to you. After the kids go to bed, we'll get 
drunk and swap war stories. You look like you could use a 
night to relax, so what do you say?” 


He watched Vincent let out a slow sigh and close his eyes. 
“You don’t mind?” he asked, still not looking at him. 


“Mind?” he asked, uncertain what the other man was 
getting at. 


“That I’m gay?” 


Blunt. Carl liked that. He scoffed and rolled one shoulder. 
“Not really. You hit on my fifteen year old son and then we'll 
have a problem,” he said with a grin, trying to set his mind 
at ease. 


Vincent laughed. “No worries there, Carl.” He sobered, but 
a smile still lingered on the corners of his wide mouth. The 
lines had eased somewhat, making the man look younger. 
“What time?” 


“Seven work for you?” 


Carl strode toward his desk, eager to fill out the last of his 
paperwork so he could clock out. He sat down, logged back 
into his computer, and pulled up the necessary forms. A 
Shadow fell over his desk, and he looked up. 


“Hey, man! Have I got great news for you!” 


He bit back a laugh, knowing that would only encourage 
Ryan. “Whatever it is, no. | can’t,” he said automatically. 


Ryan grinned, the move lighting up his pale blue eyes. 
“What do you mean? I’ve always been there for you! Making 
your day better!” he quipped. 


Carl shook his head at his partner of five years. He’d been 
assigned the man’s partner when he made detective. Ryan 


had only been promoted two years before, so they were 
both pretty green, but that didn’t stop them from working 
hard and getting the arrests. And they had always had each 
other’s backs, but that didn’t mean Carl could join Ryan in 
whatever his friend wanted to do. 


“Ryan, | have the kids tonight. There is no way in hell I’m 
going to any bar with you.” 


“But it just opened! It’s gotten really good reviews!” 


He laughed. “No! Even if | could get a sitter, a new 
neighbor is coming over and I’m not standing...” 


“Is she hot?’ 


Rolling his eyes at the interruption, Carl shook his head 
again. Damn, his partner always thought with his dick. Not 
that Carl could blame the handsome, single cop. Ryan never 
had any trouble finding female attention. “It’s not a she. A 
fireman moved in across the street. He needs to unload, if 
you know what | mean.” He waved a hand at Ryan’s 
interested look and said dryly, “I'll see you on Monday.” 


Ryan eyed him for another few seconds before turning 
away and heading back to his own desk. Carl smiled at his 
partner’s back and shook his head. He wondered absently if 
Ryan would like Vincent. He’d never said anything about his 
view on gays, for or against. Pushing his thoughts aside, 
Carl returned his focus to his work. 


Chapter Two 


“What are you smiling about?” 


Vincent turned and looked at Trace. “What the hell are you 
talking about?” 


“Come on,” Trace jeered, striding up beside him. “l 
haven’t seen a smile on your face like that in over a year. 
Have you met someone?” 


Scoffing, Vincent rolled his eyes at his best friend and 
fellow firefighter. “Trace, even if | did, now wouldn’t be the 
time. | can’t even imagine trying to form a relationship with 
someone. All | want is to be left alone. Maybe in six months 
I'll have a few one-night stands. Until then, don’t think 
anything that has me smiling is about sex, okay?” 


Trace stared, frowning for several seconds before shaking 
his head. “Not about sex. Well then what the hell are you 
going to do until those one-night stands in six months?” 


Vincent chuckled. “Have you ever heard of your hand? It 
works just fine if the mood happens to strike me.” He didn’t 
bother mentioning the fact that he was very rarely in the 
mood anymore. He hoped seeing Lonnie happily moaning 
while being fucked by another man hadn't set him off sex 
for life. 


From the stricken look on his friend’s face, he knew Trace 
didn’t understand, but that was okay. Trace had spent the 


last ten years, all the years Vincent had known him really, 
as a player, hopping from one bed to another. Vincent didn’t 
understand him any more than Trace pretended to 
understand Vincent. Still, after saving each other’s lives 
more than once, and picking each other up from strange 
bars, they’d formed a bond. Vincent considered Trace closer 
than a brother...or what a brother would be, if his own 
hadn’t turned his back on him when he came out to his 
family. 


“Look,” Vincent said, letting his friend off the hook. “I'll 
just say this. My new neighborhood is very friendly. They’ve 
invited me to a BBQ. Just don’t get any ideas. It’s as friends, 
not anything more.” 


Trace held up his hands in surrender. “All right. Just so you 
remember, I’m here for you. You let me know if you need 
anything.” 


Vincent laughed, knowing the only help he’d get from 
Trace was which gay bar was best on any given night. “Sure 
thing, man. l'Il see you Sunday morning.” 


Vincent stared at the house across the street. He’d 
watched Carl arrive home, an older boy and younger girl in 
tow. He stared at the clock. He should have been there ten 
minutes ago. Was he really going to head across the street 
and meet the man’s kids? When he’d found out about 
Lonnie’s infidelity, he'd known he needed to make some 
changes in his life. Leaving the cheating bastard was the 
first. Was this another? Befriending a handsome straight 
man? 


He downed the last of the beer and crushed the can in his 
fist. “Yup,” he muttered. He grabbed the case of Budweiser 


and headed out the door. Thirty seconds later, he lifted a 
hand and rang Carl’s bell. 


He immediately heard running feet, and the door was 
yanked open. The blonde girl he’d seen earlier stared up at 
him. “Are you dad’s friend?” she asked before he could get a 
word out. 


The appearance of Carl saved him from answering the 
girl’s question. “Lorna, what have | told you about opening 
the door without an adult?” 


“But you said you were expecting a friend,” she answered 
quickly, clearly feeling that made her actions okay. 


“Yes, | did,” Carl admitted, before his attention shifted to 
Vincent. “Hey, Vince,” he said, holding out a hand. “Glad 
you could make it.” 


Vincent handed him the beer without thinking, his mind 
trying to wrap itself around the nick-name Carl had saddled 
him with. In the past, he’d always corrected someone when 
they’d shortened his name, but with Carl, for some reason it 
felt natural. His thoughts refocused when Carl’s brows shot 
up as he smirked. “Uh, thanks. But you didn’t have to.” The 
man shifted the beer into his other hand and held it out 
again. 


“Oh, sh...uh, sorry,” he amended, glancing at the girl, 
Lorna. “I wasn’t thinking.” He took Carl’s hand, noticing his 
warm strong grip. Nice. 


“Another short-coming Lonnie didn’t like?” Carl teased. 


He grimaced, following the other man into the house. 
“Evidently, | had a lot of those.” 


Carl chuckled and turned to his daughter. “Lorna, this is 
Mr. Androse. Vince, this is my daughter Lorna. Why don’t 
you go finish the salad, honey?” 


The girl shrugged. “Okay.” 


He watched the girl wander through a door where he 
could just make out a small wood rectangular table and 
chairs. He assumed the kitchen would be that way as well. 
Once she was gone, Carl grinned and held up the case. 
“Thirsty?” 


Shaking his head, Vincent answered, “I owed you. You 
didn’t have to help a complete stranger.” 


The other man waved a hand as if to brush away the 
comment before following the path his daughter took. 
“Come on. We'll put these in the fridge. | have wine or 
spirits if you'd prefer.” 


Vincent followed Carl, his eyes darting over the 
mismatched furnishings and vacant walls. The place looked 
like part of it was missing—like the soul was taken. It 
reminded him of his own empty house. 


“Hey, Dad, how does your friend...oh.” The boy standing 
in the open sliding door leading to the porch out back 
paused. “Hi. I’m Jake.” The young man, a near spitting 
image of his father, except smaller and with green eyes 
instead of hazel, waved the tongs he held in greeting. 


“Son, this is Mr. Androse,” Carl quickly introduced. 
“Nice to meet you, Sir.” 


Wow! And it looks like the kids are polar opposites. Or 
does that come with one being a boy and the other a girl? 


Vincent didn’t know. “Nice to meet you, too, Jake,” he 
quickly replied. 


“How would you like your steak, Sir?” Jake asked. 
“Steak? Uh... medium or medium rare is fine. Thanks.” 


“What would you like to drink, Vince?” Carl asked, 
bringing Vince’s attention back to the handsome detective. 


He frowned, his gaze traveling the man’s well-toned body. 
The detective stood a couple inches shorter than him, but 
his shoulders were almost as broad. He had blond hair, 
hazel eyes, a roman nose with a bump, indicating it had 
been broken at some time in his life. Vincent wondered 
about the story behind that. Carl’s strong jaw curved into a 
grin, and the man snapped the fingers of one large hand in 
front of Vincent’s face, refocusing his attention. 


“Okay, you look like you’ve had a tough couple days. Have 
a seat at the table.” 


As if to emphasize his point, Carl settled a hand on his 
Shoulder and pushed him into a chair. “Sorry,” Vincent 
murmured, frowning. “I seem to be out of my element,” he 
admitted. 


Carl chuckled, returning with a beer and setting the open 
bottle in front of him. “Relax. Dinner should be ready in a 
moment.” 


“Dad!” Lorna called from behind them. “The buns are 
burning!” 


“Shit,” Carl hissed under his breath. He hurried into the 
kitchen, grabbed an oven mitt, and yanked the buns out of 
the oven. 


He cocked his head, staring at the darkly cooked rolls. 
Vincent tried to hold in a snort of laughter at Carl’s irritated 
expression as he glared at the buns. Carl looked over at him 
and grimaced. Feeling the need to reassure the man feeding 
him, Vincent lifted his bottle and grinned. “With a little extra 
butter, they'll be just fine.” 


“I’m afraid the kids aren’t quite that easy to please,” he 
said, but the smile was back on the man’s face as he tipped 
the baking sheet and dropped the rolls into a bowl. 


Lorna rolled her eyes and placed the salad on the table 
before grabbing plates to set the table. “Whatever,” she 
muttered. 


Vincent watched her place the plates on the small table, 
uncertain what to make of her. It had been years since he’d 
had any experience with kids outside of rescuing them from 
fires. When he’d come out at sixteen, his family had pretty 
much ostracized him. He’d been so excited to get away from 
them when he went to college. 


He pushed the thoughts away when Jake walked in 
carrying a platter of steaks. The teenager set it on the table, 
pausing to stare at the biscuits. “Jeez, Dad. What’d you do?” 


Carl chuckled, looking at Vincent. “See? What'd | tell 
you?” 


Jake frowned, taking a seat between Vincent and Lorna. 
“What'd | say?” 


“Your dad seems to think you won’t eat his slightly 
overcooked rolls,” Vincent said innocently, taking one of 
said rolls and dropping it on his plate. He grabbed the butter 
and applied a liberal amount to the dark brown piece of 
bread. 


“They're not that bad,” Jake murmured, taking one as 
well. 


Vincent noticed Lorna didn’t bother taking one, instead 
reaching for the mashed potatoes as Carl took the 
remaining seat between his daughter and Vincent. He 
offered a steak to Vincent, who took it eagerly. “These smell 
delicious, Jake.” He cut a piece and popped it into his 
mouth. The juicy, tender meat filled his mouth with flavor, 
and he couldn’t stop the groan. “Oh, God. That’s good. | 
don’t think I’ve had a steak this good in some time.” 


Jake grinned at him. “Thanks. Good thing you came when | 
was here. As you can see from the rolls, my dad’s culinary 
Skills suck!” 


“Hey!” Carl growled, while everyone else at the table 
burst into laughter. 


After that, Vincent listened to the group banter. He 
enjoyed their comfortable ribbing, trying to remember the 
last time he’d sat through a family meal. Before college, he 
decided, and even those last couple years weren’t like this. 
Carl and his kids included him in the conversation, asking 
him about working as a fireman, if he liked his new house, 
and what he did for fun. For the most part, he answered 
truthfully, but he didn’t feel comfortable telling Carl’s kids 
that most of his down-time before moving was spent 
appeasing his ex-boyfriend and taking him to clubs. If he’d 
had his way, he would have stayed home and relaxed. He 
smiled, looking forward to quiet nights, even if they would 
be lonely. 


Once they finished the meal, Vincent insisted on helping 
clear the table and cleaning the kitchen. Carl shook his 


head. “You’re company. You shouldn’t be in here,” he said, 
giving him a mock glare. 


Vincent returned the look with a playful scowl. “Nonsense. 
| want to help.” 


“Then you can clear the table while | wash up these pans. 
I’m just going to rinse the dishes and put them into the 
dishwasher to run later,” Carl conceded. 


Nodding, Vincent headed back to the table and started 
grabbing plates. Jake appeared at his elbow and picked up a 
couple glasses. “So, you’ve never been married? Why not?” 


Vincent paused, glancing at Carl, uncertain how to answer 
that. He didn’t want to blatantly lie to the kid. “Well...| 
guess...” 


After checking to make certain Lorna had already closed 
her bedroom door to work on homework, Carl said, “Jake, 
Vincent isn’t interested in girls that way. He likes to keep 
them as friends.” 


“You don’t want a girlfriend?” Jake said, staring at him for 
several seconds. “Does that mean you want a boyfriend?” 


Vincent nearly dropped the plates he carried. He looked at 
Carl to find him grinning. “Smart kid, ain’t he,” Carl quipped. 


“Very,” Vincent murmured. He turned to find Jake waiting 
expectantly. He nodded. “Eventually, yes. But not right now. 
| bought the house and moved because | broke up with my 
boyfriend several months ago.” 


For a long moment, Jake just looked at him, and Vincent 
held his breath, wondering how the boy would respond. 
Finally, Jake shrugged and said, “Well, you seem nice. Good 


looking, for an old guy. His loss.” Jake’s words had Vincent’s 
jaw dropping and his face heating, but before he could think 
up an appropriate response, Jake turned to his father and 
said, “I have a history paper to write. Mind if | go hit the 
books since you have help?” 


“Not at all, Jake. After you’re done, you can use my laptop. 
It’s in my office.” 


Jake grinned. “Sweet! Thanks, Dad.” 


Vincent stared after a retreating Jake, his brows creased in 
thought. Carl’s gently taking the plates from him drew his 
gaze back to the detective. “You were burned by your 
family, weren’t you?” he murmured. 


He nodded. “Yeah. My brother still refuses to speak to 
me,” 


Carl gripped his shoulder and squeezed. “I’m sorry, Vince, 
but you won't find that bigoted attitude in my house.” 


Letting out a sigh, Vincent smiled. “Thanks,” he said, 
uncertain what else to say. 


Carl returned the smile, then squeezed his shoulder before 
releasing it and turning back to the dishes. “Finish the table 
and then we'll get fresh drinks and retire to the den. We'll 
put on a movie and get drunk.” 


“With your kids still up?” he couldn’t help asking. 


“Sure. They won’t bother us. After they’re done with 
homework, Jake will play on the laptop until he can’t see 
straight, and Lorna will text with her friends all night.” 
Vincent’s surprised look must have given away his 
confusion, because Carl laughed. “They’re home safe, and | 


know who they're interacting with. If they have a problem, 
they'll come to me. We're pretty open here. Jake has even 
asked me when I’m going to start dating again. Evidently, 
Rhonda has had a series of boyfriends already.” 


Vincent watched Carl’s expression darken. “I think it’s 
time for those whiskey and cokes,” he said, opening the 
freezer and pulling out an ice tray. “Where are your 
tumblers?” 


Five minutes later, the dining room and kitchen were 
cleaned, and the men retreated to the den. 


Chapter Three 


Carl held up The Scorpion King. “This work for you?” he 
asked, indicating the DVD. 


“Oh, hell yeah,” Vince said, grinning. “We’ll both have eye 
candy.” 


Confused, Carl frowned. “What?” 


Vince flopped into a recliner, still grinning. “You get to ogle 
the hot sorceress chick, and | will drool over the sexy 
assassin.” 


He flipped the DVD case over and stared at the picture on 
the cover. It took him a second to realize what Vince 
referred to. His gaze swept over Dwayne Johnson, and he 
barked out a laugh. He glanced over at the grinning fireman 
and continued to chuckle. “I guess | can see the appeal. 
Dwayne’s a good-looking guy.” He popped the DVD into the 
player and started the movie. Turning back around, he 
spotted Vince’s amused expression. “What? | may not be 
attracted to the man, but I can still acknowledge that he has 
a nice body.” 


Vince held up the hand not holding his whiskey and coke 
in a placating gesture. “What? | didn’t say anything,” he 
ribbed. 


Growling playfully, he cuffed him. “Keep it up and you 
won't get a refill.” 


Vince put a stricken look on his face, making Carl laugh. 
Damn, he hadn’t laughed this much in years. Vince sure was 
fun to hang with. They hardly knew each other, but for some 
reason, Carl felt really comfortable with the man. It was 
nice. 


Settling in a matching leather recliner, his gaze strayed 
from the TV screen to Vince. He sobered quickly at the 
pained expression on Vince’s face as he watched the movie. 
Carl sighed. He wasn’t the only one who needed to get out 
his story and start healing, and to break the ice, he figured 
it would be best to go first. Returning his gaze to the movie, 
although he didn’t really see the figures anymore, Carl 
started talking. 


“I noticed a change in Rhonda four years ago,” he said 
softly, allowing himself to delve into memories he didn’t like. 
“She stopped asking about cases, stopped caring when | 
wasn’t home on time. Pretty much, she just seemed too 
busy to pay attention. Don’t get me wrong,” he added, “She 
still always made sure dinner was waiting for me and my 
uniform was cleaned and pressed. | always thought she was 
busy doing something with the kids. Some detective | 
turned out to be, huh?” he muttered depreciatively. “The 
idea of her cheating didn’t even cross my mind at the time.” 
Carl paused, grimacing. He took a deep gulp of his drink, 
meeting Vince’s concerned gaze. 


“What happened?” 


“About two years ago, Jake made a comment about 
spending a lot of time at Andrew’s house.” At Vince’s lifted 
brow, he smiled. “Andrew is a good buddy of his. His family 
has been incredibly supportive, actually. Anyway, | realized 
something was amiss. The first time | asked Rhonda about 
it, we had one of the worst fights of our marriage. | should 


have realized that she flew off the handle because of guilt, 
but | didn’t want to face it, ya know?” he said, glancing at 
Vince before taking a deep swig of his drink to steady his 
nerves. He scoffed. “You’d think after so long, the story 
wouldn’t be so hard to tell.” 


“| let it go for another six months, but finally decided 
living with a roommate instead of a wife wasn’t what | 
wanted,” he admitted. “I had a PI contact of mine follow her. 
He brought back pictures of her with another man, which | 
used to confront her. Damn, she was angry when she 
realized I'd had her followed. She wasn’t upset about being 
caught, mind you,” he pointed out. “She was mad that | 
didn’t trust her. That was the beginning of the end.” 


His tone turned dry and hard, and Carl shook his head, his 
gaze sliding away. “I asked her to go to counseling. She 
refused. A week later she served me with divorce papers, 
and | got a lawyer.” Carl knew his smile was cold and bitter, 
but he couldn’t help it. Rhonda had been a bitch about 
settling, even though she’d been the one stepping out. 
“That was over a year ago. It took us months to finalize 
everything. The kids and | are still getting adjusted. | have 
them every other weekend and every Tuesday and 
Wednesday.” 


“That sucks, man. I’m sorry.” Vince blew out a breath, and 
Carl saw the sympathy in his brown eyes. “No one deserves 
that.” 


Carl nodded absently. “It is what it is. We were fighting a 
lot the last couple months we were together, so this is 
actually a reprieve. Of course, learning to cook and do my 
own laundry was quite the adjustment after sixteen years of 
marriage,” he stated dryly. Shit, was that the biggest thing 
he missed? Sadly, yes. The sex had gone stale years ago, 


and he couldn’t remember the last time he’d seen Rhonda 
naked. 


“Yeah, good thing your son can cook, otherwise you’d 
starve,” Vince teased. 


He had to fight back a laugh as he scowled at the other 
man. “See if | ever invite you for supper again, you 
ungrateful...” he sputtered to a stop, uncertain what he 
could call the man. 


Vince laughed. “Uh huh. How about | get us refills before | 
tell you my sordid tale?” 


Carl held up his empty glass in one hand and used the 
other to grab the remote to pause the movie. While his new 
neighbor was gone, he let his thoughts consume him. He 
couldn’t figure out why he’d invited the man over or why 
he’d told him his story. Something about Vince called to him, 
kind of like a kindred wounded spirit. 


Vince reappeared and handed him his glass. “I met Lonnie 
at a club. After we got together, he still wanted to go to 
clubs several times a week. It wasn’t really conducive to my 
firefighter schedule, but Lonnie was hot and could...” 


He sat down in his chair and grimaced. “Sorry. Those kinds 
of details would probably make you uncomfortable,” he 
said, waving a hand. 


Smirking, Carl lifted a brow. “Could suck cock like a 
hoover?” 


A flush of color started to work its way up Vince’s neck, 
and he chuckled. “Yeah.” He turned his attention to the 
movie, and Carl followed suit. He watched as Matthias 


bested another warrior and convinced a rag tag group of 
survivors to fight against the evil warlord. 


It almost surprised him when Vince started talking again. 
He flicked his gaze between the movie and the man sitting 
near him. “For years, | tried to keep up with him on the club 
scene. | don’t mind dancing a bit, but Lonnie loved it. He 
could get lost for hours on the floor, completely oblivious to 
the other dancers rubbing up against him or feeling him up. 
At first, it made me angry and jealous, but then | realized it 
was just who he was and that he was coming home with me, 
so | stopped giving a shit.” 


Vince took a long drink and then focused his piercing 
brown eyes on Carl. “That’s when | started refusing to go 
with him. l’d tell him to have a good time and I'd see him 
when he got back. At first, Lonnie was angry, but he got 
over it.” Vince shrugged. “It worked well for a number of 
years. He came home at all hours of the morning. He woke 
me up, we fucked, and then passed out. It was almost a 
year ago when | started getting funny looks from some of 
the other guys at the department. Finally, Trace, my partner 
on my team, pulled me aside and told me that he’d seen 
Lonnie sucking off some guy in the bathroom of a club he’d 
been to the night before.” 


Vince paused, ran a hand through his brown hair, and 
shook his head. He sucked down a deep swallow of his drink 
and grimaced. “I decked Trace. Laid him out with one punch. 
| would have gotten suspended from work if Trace hadn’t 
covered for me and said we were just goofing off. It was 
then | realized he was probably telling the truth. The next 
time Lonnie went to a club, | followed him.” 


His voice turned flat, and Carl knew Vince wasn’t watching 
the movie he stared at. 


“I| watched him get fucked by some guy in the men’s 
room,” he whispered just loud enough to be heard over the 
TV. “I went to Trace’s and stayed there for a week, refusing 
Lonnie’s calls and trying to figure out what I’d done wrong.” 


Carl frowned. “What you did wrong? The guy was cheating 
on you. You didn’t do anything wrong,” he stated firmly. 


Vince turned to him and grimaced. “If l’d gone to the clubs 
with him, it wouldn’t have happened,” Vince muttered. Raw 
pain filled the guy’s tone. 


Empathy as he’d never felt before filled Carl, and he 
leaned forward. “And when you’re working forty eight hour 
shifts? What then? If he was willing to cheat with you 
waiting at home, don’t you think he cheated when you were 
at work?” he asked earnestly, hoping Vince could see that 
Lonnie’s actions were not caused by anything the firefighter 
had done. 


Vince stared at him for a long moment, and Carl tried to 
figure out why he was getting so worked up about this— 
maybe because he’d just gone through his own painful 
divorce from a cheating wife. Carl settled his elbows on his 
knees and cupped his fingers around his tumbler. Staring 
steadily at Vince, he stated, “Vince, you seem like a great 
guy. You’re handsome, fit, and have a friendly attitude. I’m 
sure you get hit on all the time when you go out. Did you 
ever take those people up on what they offered? Were you 
ever unfaithful to Lonnie?” At Vince’s surprised shake of the 
head, Carl said earnestly, “Lonnie was the one who fucked 
up, not you.” 


After a short stare-down, Vince nodded and smiled weakly. 
“I know that here,” he said, tapping his temple, “but it still 


hurts here.” He tapped his chest, indicating his heart. “Ya 
know?” 


Carl nodded, smiling sadly. “It’s only been a few months, 
huh?” 


Vince sighed. “Yeah. | put my stuff in storage and stayed 
with Trace for a couple months while looking for a place of 
my own. Lonnie kept showing up, begging for forgiveness, 
but | couldn’t take him back. Not after that. | don’t even 
know if he was practicing safe sex with all those guys. Good 
thing my work requires me to get tested frequently,” he said 
bitterly. 


Rising, Carl lifted his nearly empty glass. “A toast. Good 
riddance to cheating exes.” 


That got a real smile to curve Vince’s full lips. He lifted his 
own glass, clinking it to Vince’s before downing it. 
Afterward, Carl grabbed the now empty glasses and headed 
to the kitchen for refills. As he was putting the coke back in 
the fridge, Jake entered and leaned against the doorframe. 
He watched his son gnaw his lip for a moment, wondering 
what was bothering the boy. Propping a hip on the counter, 
Carl smiled. “Did you get your history paper written?” 


Jake nodded. “The first draft anyway. l'Il need to review it 
tomorrow, but the final isn’t due until next Friday, so | got 
some time to revise and double check my dates and stuff.” 


Carl smiled. “That’s good.” He paused, cocking his head. 
“You got something on your mind, Son?” 


His son’s green eyes landed on him before sliding away. 
“Are you going to date Mr. Androse instead of a woman?” 


His jaw dropped. That had been the last thing he expected 
his son to ask. “No, Jake. We both just went through difficult 
break-ups. We're friends.” Carl frowned. “Why would you 
ask that?” 


Jake shrugged. “Just wondering.” 


“I want to know why you were wondering, Son. What’s 
bothering you?” Carl asked, prodding gently. 


“| wouldn’t care,” Jake whispered. 
“What?” he asked, still confused. 


“I figured | should let you know, that’s all. It’s no big deal.” 
Jake finally met his gaze, and his son smiled slightly. “l 
heard all those fights you had with mom. You haven’t 
laughed much in the last couple years, but Mr. Androse 
makes you laugh.” His brow creased and he looked away. 


“Ah,” Carl murmured. “Well, | appreciate you letting me 
know.” He paused, waiting until Jake again met his gaze 
before saying, “No, | don’t plan on dating Mr. Androse, or 
anyone else, Son.” 


Jake nodded and left, leaving a very confused Carl behind, 
wondering where in the hell that had come from. Swallowing 
half his glass of whiskey and coke, he refilled it again, trying 
to dismiss his son’s odd comments as adolescent curiosity. 
He returned to the study to find Vince staring intently at the 
movie. Carl grinned and crept up behind him. Leaning close, 
he whispered, “Oh, yeah, | definitely see the appeal. Look at 
those sexy abs, rippling biceps, and glistening, sweaty 
Skin.” 


As he spoke, he felt his cock twitch in his jeans. It 
surprised him, but what he spoke was the truth. The actor 


was gorgeous to look at. 


“You fucker,” Vince snarled, turning his head and leaning 
away from him so he could focus on Carl. “Don’t start shit 
you can’t finish, asshole,” he hissed. 


They stared at each other for several seconds before they 
both burst into laughter. “Damn, you should have seen the 
look on your face,” Carl howled, handing him his drink. 


The rest of the night passed quickly, the men swapping 
stories of funny things that happened on the job as they got 
rip roaring drunk. 


Chapter Four 


Vincent watched Trace walk into the break room. His friend 
made a beeline for him, flipping a chair around, and 
straddling it while facing him. Smirking, Vincent waited for 
Trace to tell him why he was grinning so huge. It didn’t take 
long. 


“I just got back from a run,” he said. 


Chuckling, Vincent said, “Seeing as you’re here, | figured 
as much.” Normally, he would have gone with his partner, 
but it wasn’t a fire call, so he’d stayed behind and worked 
on the firehouse’s books. When the chief had found out he 
had a major in business and a minor in accounting, both 
which he didn’t use, the chief had given him the budget. 


“| met your detective.” 


He wanted to groan. “He’s not my detective. He’s my 
neighbor and friend. What was he doing at your call? | 
thought it was a car accident.” Vincent knew Carl was at 
work right now. He knew his friend’s schedule almost as well 
as his own. He and the detective had spent every Friday 
night for the last month and a half together. They ran 
together several mornings a week when their schedules 
allowed. He’d even become pretty good friends with Carl’s 
kids. 


They’d gotten into a routine. On Friday nights, Carl would 
tell him what was on the menu, and Vincent would bring the 


alcohol and a side dish. After supper, they’d retreat to the 
den, watch a movie, and generally shoot the shit. 
Sometimes Carl would tell him about his cases, and he’d tell 
Carl about things at his own work. Vincent loved the no 
strings friendship they had. It was just what he needed in 
his life right now, and if he stared at the handsome 
detective just a little too long sometimes, Carl just winked. 


Trace’s talking brought Vincent back to the present. “One 
of the drivers was high, and Detective Lewis was called in 
with a k-9 unit. He’s a handsome man. Nice, too.” His friend 
grinned cheekily at him, warning Vincent that he probably 
wouldn’t like what he said next. “Are you sure he’s 
straight?” 


Vincent groaned and rolled his eyes. “Yes,” he said 
wearily. “How many times do | have to tell you? He’s a 
divorced, straight, father of two.” 


“Maybe you should throw a BBQ and invite him. I’m sure | 
could tempt him.” 


This time he glared at his friend. “That’s not funny. Leave 
Carl alone, Trace.” 


Trace winked playfully. “Just a suggestion. | suppose I'll 
leave the tempting to you.” 


Growling irritably, he stood and leaned over the table to 
glare at his friend. “Look, I’ve told you before. We’re—” 


“Just friends. | know.” Trace lifted his gaze to the ceiling 
and let out a huff. “God, | was just pulling your leg. Don’t 
get your panties in a bunch.” 


Before he could respond, the alarm sounded and both 
men jumped to their feet. They heard their truck number 


called over the loudspeaker, and they jogged to the locker 
room and pulled on their gear. They jumped into the truck, 
which roared out of the firehouse, siren blaring. 


Five long tense minutes later, they pulled up in front of a 
townhouse complex. Smoke billowed from a bottom window 
of the second unit, and dozens of people milled on the lawn. 
When one woman saw the firemen, she shoved her way 
through the crowd and ran to them, screaming that her 
husband was inside looking for their daughter. Vincent 
swung into action. Dropping his shield into place, his air 
canister on his back, he ran into the building, Trace at his 
back. 


It took them three long minutes to locate the husband 
collapsed on the floor of a bedroom. Looking in the closet, 
Vincent spotted a small figure curled up in the corner. 
“Found her,” he said into his mike. He lifted the girl into his 
arms and then returned to Trace, who was struggling under 
the weight of the unconscious man. “Let me help,” he said. 
Vincent handed the unconscious girl to Trace, the smaller 
man happily relinquishing his attempt to lift the father. 


Kneeling, Vincent heaved the man onto his back in a 
fireman’s carry and then levered himself to his feet. They 
didn’t use the hold often anymore, due to changing 
regulations, but Vincent knew it was the only way he’d be 
able to carry the overweight, two hundred forty plus male 
safely out of the building. He kept low, almost bending in 
half to keep the man’s head clear of the smoke collecting at 
the ceiling. He followed close behind Trace, keeping his 
friend and partner in sight. 


Relief filled him when the blue light of day appeared. He 
laid the man on a waiting stretcher and backed away, 


allowing the paramedics to do their job. Seconds later, one 
approached Vincent and checked him over as well. 


Once given the okay, Vincent and Trace ran back to their 
truck to help the other firemen put out the fire. Half an hour 
later, the grease fire, which had originated in the kitchen, 
was doused. The kitchen would need a total overhaul, the 
carpet throughout the home that had caught fire as well as 
the ones on either side would need to be pulled and redone. 
The walls would also have to be stripped and redone. 
Vincent was glad he didn’t have to worry about that stuff. 


It turned out that grease on a burner had caught on fire, 
causing massive amounts of smoke and setting off the 
smoke detectors. The couple had panicked, and instead of 
using baking soda to put out the fire, they’d run from the 
house and called the fire department. It took five minutes of 
screaming for the husband to realize their daughter hadn’t 
followed them out and wasn’t in the crowd on the lawn. If 
they’d just stayed calm and used their heads, most of the 
damage could have been averted. 


Vincent hauled his tired ass back onto the truck next to 
Trace, who smiled sadly as he stared at the townhouses. 
“Damn, what a mess,” Trace mused. 


“At least no one was hurt,” Vincent replied, and Trace 
nodded his agreement. 


Vincent walked out of the firehouse, happy to be going 
home. After the townhouse fire, he’d been called out on 
three others over the course of eighteen hours, and now he 
could hardly drag his exhausted body to his jeep. Trace 
appeared at his side as he opened his vehicle’s door, his 
grin making Vincent groan. “You are way too perky after a 
Shift like that.” 


Trace’s grin grew even bigger. “Go home, get cleaned up, 
and meet me at Cruisers. Tuesday nights is ha/f price drink 
night.” 


Vincent shook his head. “Not happening, dude.” He 
wrapped an arm around his friend’s shoulders and swept his 
other hand through the air in front of them as if motioning 
toward an unfolding scene. “Here’s how | see my evening. 
I’m going home, taking a long, /ong hot shower, drinking a 
couple beers, and falling asleep on the couch with the TV 
on.” 


Trace laughed. “You bum. You gotta get back out there, 
dude!” 


“Not happening. I’m enjoying my single status, Trace. | 
have no desire to open my heart to anyone any time soon.” 


“What are you talking about?” Trace asked, chuckling. 
“You don’t have to open your heart to get laid!” 


Sighing, Vincent grimaced. “Sorry, man. I’m not really into 
one-night stands. You know that.” 


Trace nodded. “Sure, Vincent. You know I’m here for you 
when you decide you’re tired of celibacy.” 


Although Trace kept a straight face when he said it, 
Vincent could see the twinkle in his friend’s eyes. “I know, 
Trace,” he replied solemnly. “If | want to get laid, l'Il come to 
you for a fuck.” 


It took three seconds for his meaning to sink in, then 
Trace’s eyes widened and his jaw dropped. “No-no- that’s 
not—” he sputtered. 


Vincent roared out a laugh. “I’m just kidding,” he 
managed between chortles. “Get out of here.” 


“You ass,” Trace growled, but there was no heat behind his 
words. “lIl see you later.” 


Vincent got in his jeep, starting it up as he watched Trace 
Stride swiftly to his truck. After one more two-finger salute, 
Vincent left the firehouse for home. He pulled into his 
driveway and parked in the garage. A glance across the 
street told him that Carl wasn’t home yet. He didn’t often 
see him in the evenings during the week, but every once in 
a while, Vincent would spot him and wave. 


It was the text messages that surprised Vincent the most. 
He’d gotten the first one two weeks after their first dinner. A 
number he didn’t recognize popped up on his screen, 
indicating a picture message. Looking at the image and 
reading the text, he’d started to laugh so hard, he'd 
received funny looks from his co-workers. It was a picture of 
a large woman in an ill-fitting, hot-pink jogging suit. The 
jacket was stretched, taught over her belly, but the zipper 
couldn’t be done up over her breasts, showing off her bright 
yellow bra and ample bosom. She was obviously drunk, and 
another officer was administering a sobriety test. She’d just 
poked herself in the eye, and the caption read No Officer, | 
swear it fit when I left home. Jogging makes me retain 
water! 


The memory made him smile, and Vincent wandered into 
his house. In his bedroom, he stripped, tossed the dirty 
clothes into the hamper, and climbed into the shower. 
Vincent let the hot water soothe away the aches from the 
work of the last forty-eight hours, resting his head against 
the shower wall as the water pounded onto his back. He 
loved being a firefighter, enjoying the sense of 


accomplishment he got when he helped someone, but damn 
was it tough on the body sometimes. 


Once the water threatened to cool, he quickly scrubbed 
himself and got out. A pounding on his door caught his 
attention, and Vincent frowned. “Who the hell is that?” he 
grumbled. Stopping in his bedroom, he pulled on a pair of 
sweats before hurrying to the door. When he swung open 
the entry, he couldn’t stop the frown. The fact that he 
needed to install a peep-hole suddenly became clear. “What 
are you doing here, Lonnie?” he asked coldly. 


Ignoring his icy tone, Lonnie smiled at him, his brown eyes 
looking up beseechingly at him. “Hi, Vincent. | came to see 
how you're doing. | thought maybe | could take you to 
dinner.” 


Forcing back a groan, Vincent narrowed his eyes and 
shifted his position in the doorway, making certain Lonnie 
couldn’t get into the house. “I told you, Lonnie. It’s over. | 
don’t want to hang out, or have dinner, or do anything else 
with you. How the hell did you find me, anyway?” 


Lonnie had the decency to blush, at least. “I followed you 
from work. | was going to talk to you in the parking lot, but 
then Trace showed up.” For a second, Lonnie’s eyes 
darkened at the mention of Vincent’s friend. Then the look 
was gone. “Anyway, since | know you couldn’t have had 
time to eat before your shower, go get dressed and we'll get 
going. Wear something nice. | made reservations.” 


This time a growl of frustration escaped. Vincent had to 
work hard to unclench his jaw as the anger worked through 
his veins. “Lonnie, no. We’re not going anywhere together. 
You lost the pleasure of my company by fucking around on 
me. Please, leave.” 


And that started a round of the same old arguments. 


Chapter Five 


Carl turned onto his street, happy the day was over, but he 
didn’t look forward to the paperwork he still needed to fill 
out. Spotting a car he didn’t recognize in Vince’s driveway, 
he looked toward the door. Carl slowed his car, his brows 
lifting when he saw Vince standing in the doorway in a pair 
of blue sweats. Vince shook his head, an angry look on his 
face that Carl had never seen before. 


Wondering what was wrong, he pulled his car up to the 
curb and watched, reading his neighbor’s lips. It took Vince 
mouthing the name Lonnie twice, accompanied by several 
nos, head shakes, plenty of glaring, and even more angry 
words for Carl to put it together. Vince was arguing with his 
ex-boyfriend. The smaller man had one hand on his hip and 
gestured wildly with the other. 


Seeing that his friend needed help, he grabbed the sack of 
take-out from the seat next to him and climbed out of the 
car. Lonnie’s words immediately reached him. “You don’t 
mean that, Vincent. | knew you wanted to take a break for a 
bit, but buying a house really took it too far. Go get dressed, 
so we can go. We'll talk about this at the restaurant.” 


“Lonnie, I’m asking you politely for the last damn time. 
Get in your car and leave. Don’t come back.” 


Carl’s brows lifted when he heard Vince’s icy tone. He’d 
never seen him upset before, but even he could tell that 
Vince was livid. Carl knew of only one sure-fire way to get 


rid of an unwanted ex. He just hoped he was a good enough 
actor to be convincing. 


Both men were so focused on each other that neither 
noticed Carl until he was a few strides away. Vince’s gaze 
shifted, looking over Lonnie’s shoulder at him. His brows 
lifted in surprise. “Carl, what—” 


“Hey, babe,” Carl greeted him, cutting him off. He winked 
and maneuvered around Lonnie. “Excuse me,” he said, 
barely sparing the smaller man a glance. Instead, he held 
Vince’s gaze as he stepped up to him. He rested a hand on 
Vince’s upper arm, pushing him back into the house and up 
against the door. “Sorry I’m late. It took me longer than | 
thought it would to wrap up some paperwork,” he said, 
dropping his bag of food and keys onto an end table near 
the door. 


Then he leaned close to his confused neighbor, effectively 
blocking Lonnie’s view of Vince’s shocked face. He inhaled 
deeply, surprised to find he enjoyed the man’s clean scent. 
“Play along, and we'll get rid of him,” he whispered, before 
groaning and raising his voice to a normal level. “Ah, Vince, 
you always smell so damn good.” Threading a hand into 
Vince’s dark, wet hair, he pulled the slightly taller man’s 
face forward. “Can’t wait for a taste, Vince,” he growled 
before crushing his mouth against Vince's. 


Carl thought kissing another man would feel strange, even 
uncomfortable, and awkward. But to his surprise, and 
pleasure if he admitted it to himself, Vince’s lips were soft 
and full. Even the slight scrape of his five o’ clock shadow 
didn’t detract from the exquisite sensations tingling through 
Carl’s lips and down his body, settling in his cock, which was 
quickly perking up with interest. 


The startled squeak from the doorway covered up Vince’s 
Shocked gasp. Carl took advantage and thrust his tongue 
into the other man’s mouth. Deep masculine flavors 
exploded over his tongue, and he allowed himself to explore 
the man’s mouth for several seconds. Pleasure swept 
through him when a heartbeat later, Vince started kissing 
him back. He felt one of the fireman’s rough hands grip the 
back of his neck as his tongue began to duel with Carl’s. 


Fuck, the man can kiss! Carl felt his brain shutting down 
as desire swept through his body, making his cock stiffen all 
the way and begin to throb. Vince’s other hand gripped 
Carl’s hip. They didn’t break the lip-lock until they were both 
panting and in need of air. 


“Holy shit,” Vince gasped out, leaning his head against the 
door that Carl had pinned him against. “Welcome.” 


Carl grinned, trying to wrap his mind around how the hell 
that had gotten so far out of hand, and so quickly, but then 
the undignified screech from the doorway caught their 
attention. Carl turned and smiled at Lonnie, remembering 
exactly why he’d started this in the first place. “I’m sorry. | 
haven't seen my boyfriend in a couple days. I’m sure you 
can understand.” Carl looked back at a clearly shaken Vince. 
“Didn't mean to maul you, babe. Who's this?” he asked, 
easing sideways and wrapping an arm around Vince’s bare 
waist. 


Vince had to clear his throat twice before answering. “This 
is my ex, Lonnie. He was just leaving.” 


“Oh.” Carl returned his gaze to the small blond, assessing 
him coolly. “What did he want?” 


“To apologize, again, for his behavior. He wanted to take 
me to dinner, but | told him, no,” Vince said softly. 


“Excuse me,” a clearly angry Lonnie snarled. “I’m 
standing right here.” Vince’s ex glared up at Carl. “You 
replaced me with this hulking brute? You know he can’t give 
you the things | can.” 


“I was only looking for one thing from you, Lonnie,” Vince 
growled. “Monogamy. But you couldn’t handle that.” 


“And you think he’s going to be faithful? Look at him. He’s 
probably bi. Or experimenting! You can’t trust men like that 
to keep their dick in their pants when women start flirting.” 


Carl smiled coldly. “I’m making it my mission in life to 
shower Vince with more love and affection than he can 
handle. You fucked up, Lonnie, and I’m reaping the benefit. 
Have a nice life.” When Lonnie opened his mouth to protest, 
Carl pulled his badge. “You’ve been asked by the resident of 
this property to leave. Now, a Police Officer is telling you to 
vacate the premises or you'll be arrested.” 


Lonnie paled and swallowed. His flushed face showed his 
anger, but the small man did as instructed, climbing into his 
car and driving away. Once the vehicle was out of sight, Carl 
released his hold on Vince’s waist, only to find he missed 
the man’s warmth. What the hell? Ignoring the feeling, he 
said, “Sorry about that, Vince, but when | pulled up to my 
house, you looked like you needed help.” 


“Thanks, Carl,” Vince murmured, although his expression 
was Clearly troubled. “But what if the neighbors saw? You 
just kissed me in front of an open door!” 


Carl shrugged. He wasn’t sorry for his actions. He’d 
actually rather enjoyed himself if the erection thrusting 
against his zipper was any indicator. Fortunately, he’d un- 
tucked his shirt when leaving the precinct, so his 
unexpected desire was hidden. “Don’t worry about it. No 


one could see what was going on inside. Your lights are off, 
SO we were in shadows.” Carl grabbed the sack of take-out 
and held it up. “Hungry?” 


Vince continued to stare open-mouthed as Carl pulled him 
away from the door and then shut it. “If it’s okay, | should 
probably stick around for a bit, just in case Lonnie’s 
watching.” Gauging the uncomfortable silence from Vince, 
Carl hoped he hadn't seriously fucked up their friendship. 
Searching for some way to break the ice, he pulled open 
Vince’s refrigerator and grabbed a couple beers. Opening 
one, he handed it to Vince. “Look. | apologize if | 
overstepped the bounds of friendly help. It won’t happen 
again.” 


“So, you’re saying if you saw one of your lady neighbor 
friends in the same situation, you would have done the 
same thing?” Vince asked, eyeing him dubiously. 


Letting out a sigh, Carl stared over Vince’s shoulder. 
Would | have? “Probably not,” he admitted honestly, “but 
I’m not friends with any lady neighbors like | am with you, 
and | knew who the man was at your door. | can read lips 
and could tell he was pressuring you to go back out with 
him. | saw that you were angry and didn’t want you to end 
up doing something you’d regret later. | reacted without 
thinking.” Carl spread his hands in placation. “Please forgive 
me?” 


After several tense moments, Vince chuckled and shook 
his head. “Damn, Carl. You sure can kiss.” 


“Thanks.” Carl grinned, pleased to not only still have his 
friend, but with the compliment. “I could say the same for 
you.” He opened his beer and drank, suddenly needing 
something to wet his too dry throat. 


“| just about fainted when you kissed me. Fuck that was 
hot,” Vince murmured. 


At the appreciative tone of Vince’s words, Carl looked up 
from the sack he was opening. He caught the tail end of a 
heated look coming from Vince. A shiver traveled down his 
spine, and Carl dropped his gaze back to the burgers. Damn 
if that look didn’t make him want to kiss the man again. “It 
seemed like a good idea at the time,” he muttered. Needing 
a subject change, he asked, “You got paper plates around 
here somewhere?” 


His question seemed to snap Vince out of his thoughts, 
and the man moved around him. He pulled several paper 
plates from a cupboard above the microwave and handed 
them to Carl. “You didn’t really buy all those burgers for 
yourself did you?” 


Carl grinned and replied, “Naw. | really didn’t want to 
cook, and it’s Tuesday. I’m picking up Jake from soccer at 
eight tonight. Normally, | would have picked up Lorna from 
school on my way home from work, but she has play 
practice until nine. l'II get her after | get Jake. | figured 
burgers would do for them.” 


“Awe, hell, Carl. | don’t want to eat your kid’s supper.” 


Shaking his head, Carl reassured, “Don’t worry about it. | 
can get more.” 


When they sat down at the table, Carl took a bite out of 
the burger and sighed. “That hits the spot,” he said. After 
several minutes of quiet, a thought occurred to him. “How 
did Lonnie know where you live? | thought you hadn’t talked 
to him since leaving your buddy’s place.” 


For a second, Vince stared at his burger as his face 
clouded with irritation. “He said he followed me from work.” 


Carl’s brows shot up. “Shit. That’s stalker behavior, Vince. 
If you need a restraining order, let me know. | can be here in 
an official capacity if you need it.” 


Vince gave him a relieved smile. “Il sure appreciate that, 
Carl, but | doubt it’ll be necessary. Lonnie thinks | have a 
cop boyfriend. | doubt he'll try anything stupid.” 


From the wild hatred he’d glimpsed in Lonnie’s brown 
eyes, Carl wasn’t so sure, but he hesitated to voice his 
concerns. Vince had lived with the man for years, so surely 
he knew best. Carl nodded. “If anything changes, you let me 
know. l'Il always be there for you.” 


When Vince’s head came up, his dark brow lifted and the 
corner of his mouth tipped into a smirk, Carl realized how 
that sounded. Yeah, so I’m a sentimental, pathetic sod. Oh, 
well. Carl grinned and shrugged. 


Chapter Six 


Vincent shifted on the hard metal bench. Leaning back, he 
propped his elbows on the bleacher seat behind him and 
watched the soccer ball soar through the air. The goalie 
dove and caught it, making a great save. He spotted Jake 
running down the field, getting in position to accept a pass. 
He smiled. The boy was pretty good, and Vincent enjoyed 
watching the teams in action. 


Fifteen minutes later, Carl plopped down onto the bench 
next to him. “What’d | miss?” 


“The first half,” Vincent quipped back, grinning. 


From the corner of his eye, he saw Carl grimace. “Yeah. 
Sorry about asking you to drive him at the last minute. | got 
called in to work.” 


“You said that on the phone,” Vincent reminded him. “And 
| don’t really mind. I’ve been meaning to ask Jake when his 
next game was, so this worked out well.” 


Carl’s features eased into a smile, lighting his hazel eyes 
and drawing Vincent’s attention to his lips—the ones he’d 
kissed the other day. He felt his cock stir at the memory. 
Biting back a growl of frustration, Vincent tried to refocus on 
the game instead of the sexy cop sitting next to him. 


“PIL admit | was kinda desperate when | called you,” he 
stated. “I didn’t expect you to answer. What were you doing 


home, anyway?” Carl asked curiously, his gaze sweeping 
the field as the players took the field for the second half. 


Vincent shook his head. “A buddy needed half a shift 
change,” he explained. “lIl go in at ten tonight to relieve 
him and cover the last twenty hours of my shift.” 


“Ah,” Carl murmured. “Then, it sounds like | really lucked 
out.” For a second, Carl turned and stared at Vincent, 
sweeping his intent gaze over him. He licked his lips, 
drawing Vincent’s gaze to the plump, wet lips he’d kissed 
not long ago. When they curved into a smile, Vincent jerked 
his gaze up and met Carl’s eyes, struggling to focus on 
Carl’s words. “Jake and I usually go to Mario’s for pizza after 
his games. Come with us. l'Il buy you a slice as a thank 
you.” 


“You don’t have to do that,” Vincent said. 


Chuckling, Carl rolled his eyes. “I Know that. | want to. It’s 
the least | can do after you got me out of a bind. If l’d had to 
call Rhonda, I’d never hear the end of it. Having unexpected 
schedule changes because of my job was one of the biggest 
issues between us.” 


Put that way, how could he resist? Besides, Vincent hated 
being beholden to anyone, too, so if buying him pizza made 
Carl feel even, he could certainly accommodate him. 
Vincent would just have to hide the growing attraction he 
felt for the man, which was Carl’s fault anyway. Him and his 
damn kiss. 


Clearing his throat, Vincent nodded. “Fine, but | want a 
beer, too,” he added, just to tease. 


Carl laughed. “You got it, Vince.” Carl suddenly jumped 
from his seat and started yelling his son’s name, cheering 


him on. Turning back to the game, Vincent watched the ball 
Jake had just kicked soar through the air, just out of reach of 
the goalie’s fingertips, and land in the net. He stood and 
cheered along with Carl. 


Jake’s team won, his goal breaking the tie they’d been 
stuck at, ending the game with a two to one score. It also 
made him the hero of the game. Vincent stood by Carl’s 
side, watching the teens slap each other’s backs and 
congratulate each other for a game well played. It took 
nearly twenty minutes for Carl to round up his son. 


Vincent followed them to the pizza parlor and then inside, 
all the while trying to banish the fact that this felt too much 
like a date. All the time he’d spent with Carl had been at 
one of their houses, or jogging. This was the first time 
they’d actually gone out anywhere together, and Vincent 
didn’t know how he felt about it. 


Pasting on a smile, he settled onto the booth seat across 
from Carl and Jake. A moment later, a young, slender blonde 
bounced up to the table. She grinned at the men, her gaze 
Slowly sweeping over Vincent’s torso in a blatant caress. 
Although she addressed Carl, she continued to stare at 
Vincent. “Hey, Mr. Lewis. How was Jake’s game?” 


Carl lifted a brow, his lips twitching in amusement. “The 
game was good, Jenny. Jake’s team won. How are you?” 


“Oh, same old, same old. Not for you, though. Is this 
handsome man your cousin or something?” she asked, 
shocking Vincent with her boldness. 


Vincent watched Carl’s jaw tighten as the detective reined 
in irritation that Jenny seemed oblivious to. Vincent 
wondered what caused it as he held out a hand to the young 


woman, forcing his smile to remain cordial. “I’m Mr. 
Androse. We're not related. I’m his neighbor.” 


“Oh.” That information seemed to please her, her grin 
widening as she took his hand for a shake that Vincent kept 
very brief. “Very nice to meet you.” 


Yeah, she’s totally clueless. Vincent almost felt bad for 
her. “I’ve been told your pizzas are excellent.” He turned to 
Carl and asked, “What do you normally get?” hoping to give 
the waitress a hint that they wanted to order. 


“Jenny,” Carl said, his voice holding a note of authority 
that Vincent felt certain he used on uncooperative 
witnesses. “We’re ready to order.” 


Vincent worked to suppress a shiver, wondering how that 
tone would sound whispered into his ear as Carl gripped his 
rapidly filling shaft. Or maybe when Carl was bent over a 
table, ordering Vincent to pound his ass harder. Damn, | 
shouldn't be thinking like this. It’s never going to happen. 
Fucking kiss screwing with my senses! He dropped his gaze, 
working to school his expression so none of his thoughts 
showed on his face. 


When Carl started to order a couple beers for them, 
Vincent held up his hand. “I was only joking about that, Carl. 
l'm good with water or soda.” 


Carl held his gaze for a moment, his hazel eyes sweeping 
over his face as if looking for something, and Vincent sure 
hoped none of his earlier thoughts could be seen in his 
expression. Finally, Carl nodded. “If you’re sure?” After he 
nodded, Carl turned back to the waitress and ordered a 
pitcher of Pepsi and an extra-large meat lover’s with extra 
cheese. 


Once Jenny had left, Carl chuckled. “Well, that was 
interesting. Does that happen to you a lot?” 


He fought back a blush, not entirely certain he was 
successful. “No.” When Carl continued to grin at him, 
Vincent glared. “Knock it off. It’s not funny,” he growled. 


Jake glanced between the two men for a moment before 
turning to his dad. “Can | have some cash to go play in the 
arcade? Andrew and Todd are in there.” 


“Sure.” After he pulled a ten from his wallet and his son 
wandered off to hang with his friends, Carl grinned. “Now 
you know why | really invited you.” 


Vincent smirked. “What? You needed someone else to give 
shit to when your son wanders off?” 


Carl laughed, his face lighting up with mirth and his hazel 
eyes twinkling. “Yeah. That’s right, so deal,” he finally got 
out between chuckles. 


They fell into light conversation about their schedules for 
next week, telling what their plans were, while they waited 
for the food. When it arrived, Jake reappeared. They ate in 
relative silence, broken only by murmurs of appreciation or 
moans of pleasure at the taste of the pizza. Soon, only one 
slice remained. 


Vincent leaned back, rubbing his stomach in appreciation. 
“You're right. This place is really good. Thanks for inviting 
me,” 


“Awe, you're not going to leave that one lonely piece 
behind, are you?” Carl teased. 


Scoffing, he shook his head. “If | eat any more, you'll have 
to roll me out of the restaurant.” 


Jake looked from the pizza to his dad to Vincent. “You 
don’t want it, Dad?” 


Vincent could hear the underlying hope in the teen’s 
voice. Evidently, so could Carl. “It’s all yours, Jake. If | eat 
anymore, | won't fit into my uniform.” 


Lifting his brows at the comment, Vincent cocked his 
head. “I didn’t think detectives wore uniforms,” he 
commented as Jake snagged the final piece and started 
wolfing it down with all the enthusiasm of a growing boy. 


Carl grinned. “I don’t normally, but | still have one from 
when | was a beat cop. Last | wore it was almost six years 
ago, but it still fits,” he said with pride. 


The idea of Carl in a blue uniform, complete with cuffs and 
nightstick had all sorts of wicked ideas running through 
Vincent’s head. He grabbed his drink and took a large 
swallow, trying to focus on something other than what it 
would be like to have his hands cuffed behind his back and 
his pants around his ankles as Carl strip-searched him in the 
best possible way. Maybe Carl would shove him over the 
hood of his car and... Fuck! 


“Damn, is that the time? Come on, Jake. We need to go 
get your sister,” Carl said, oblivious to Vincent’s seeming 
one track mind. 


Grateful for the splash of reality, even if it did little for the 
raging hard-on concealed by his jeans, Vincent eased out of 
the booth and stood next to his friend. He could still feel 
heat infusing his chest and neck, and hoped, prayed, that 


Carl wouldn’t question it. “Thanks for the pizza. lII see you 
later.” 


Once outside the restaurant, Carl grabbed his arm, the 
heat of the touch sending tendrils of awareness through his 
Skin and into his bloodstream. Vincent’s dick pulsed in his 
briefs, vying for attention. “You still coming tomorrow?” 


Tomorrow? What was Carl talking about? It took Vincent a 
moment to remember this was Thursday, and they BBQ’d 
together every Friday night. Shit, could he handle that? 
Maybe...with a buffer. He snapped his fingers as if just 
remembering something. “Damn, | completely spaced. My 
buddy asked if | could BBQ at my place. He wants me to feel 
out a new friend.” He emphasized the word, hoping Carl 
caught his meaning without having to spell it out in front of 
Jake. 


“Oh.” Carl dropped his arm, and Vincent immediately 
missed the touch. Not good. 


Reading the disappointment in the other man’s face, he 
smiled. “How about you and the kids come to my place? I’d 
love to show off Jake’s grilling skills. Trace thinks he’s 
something of a chef, so it'd be fun to see him put in his 
place by someone so young.” Okay, that wasn’t a total 
fabrication. Trace did think he was something of a grill- 
master. 


Carl brightened. “Yeah? Okay. That’d work.” 


Moving toward his jeep, Vincent glanced over his shoulder. 
He winked and said, “Don’t worry, we'll keep it clean.” 


Carl’s laughter followed him as he climbed into his 
vehicle. It wasn’t until he’d started the jeep and backed out 
of the parking space that he realized what he’d done. 


“Trace!” Vincent jogged to catch up with his friend before 
he left the locker room. “You got a minute?” 


“Yeah, man. What’s up?” 


Vincent ran a hand through his hair. “I need a favor. Are 
you free tonight?” 


The other man’s dark brow lifted and his lips quirked into 
a smirk. “I could be.” 


“I need you to come over tonight for a BBQ, and | need 
you to bring a date.” 


His friend’s intense scrutiny had Vincent shifting from one 
foot to the other in agitation. This conversation had sounded 
so much easier in his head. 


“What’s...going...on, Vincent?” 


Resting his hands on his hips, Vincent blew out a breath. 
“I'll tell you everything, but not here,” he murmured. “Can 
you just do me this favor and help me out? Please?” 


Trace nodded, taking in his tension. “Sure,” he said softly. 
“What time? Does my date need to be male or female?” 


Vincent’s brows furrowed in concern. “You think I’d ever 
make you bring a female date? Come on, Trace. |I’d never do 
that to you. Just like | know you’d never do that to me!” 


After rolling his eyes, Trace settled his features and gave 
him an understanding smile. “Come on, Vinnie. You know I'd 
do anything for you. You’re my best friend.” 


His friend’s words settled something that had been 
churning in his gut for the past several days. No matter 
what, this man would always stand at his side. Why couldn’t 
he have fallen for him instead of that asshole Lonnie? Or a 
straight guy, he added as an afterthought. 


“Come over tonight at six-thirty. Carl and his kids will be 
there at seven.” 


That had Trace’s million dollar grin lighting his face. “l 
finally get to truly meet your elusive detective?” 


“I thought you said you’d met him,” Vincent said. 


Trace winked. “Sure. For two seconds in passing at a 
scene. Now, l'Il actually get to chat with him.” Smirking, he 
cocked a brow. “Are you sure | have to bring a date?” 


“Yes,” Vincent answered quickly. “I’m giving you my 
opinion on your date.” 


That had his friend’s brows shooting up. “What the hell 
does that mean?” 


“Later,” he said, glancing at the clock. They were already 
several minutes late for getting to the truck bay. “lIl explain 
everything tonight.” 


“Well, damn. Now, you’ve got me curious,” Trace 
grumbled, following Vincent out of the locker room. 


“Are you sure you can get a date for tonight?” he asked, 
his mind already moving forward to what he’d need to pick 
up at the grocery store on the way home. 


Laughter erupted from his friend. Yeah, Vincent realized 
that was probably a stupid question, and he chuckled, too. 


Chapter Seven 


Carl led the way up the walk, his kids following. He’d already 
drilled his kids on proper etiquette, Lorna rolling her eyes 
the entire time, and Jake smirking at him. What the hell kind 
of response was that? Where was the respect anymore? 


He knocked and the door was opened almost immediately 
by a very toned dark-haired man with a big, charming grin 
and sparkling green eyes. Carl realized he looked vaguely 
familiar. “Hey there!” he called, instantly friendly. “You must 
be Carl, Jake, and Lorna. Come on in!” 


His brows lifted almost to his hairline at the proprietary 
way the man acted in Vince’s home, causing a slow knot to 
tighten in his stomach. “Thanks. Have we met?” he asked 
bluntly as he brushed by the man. 


The man’s eyes danced with laughter. “Our paths crossed 
once on a call.” His gaze swept over Carl’s form in blatant 
perusal. “I gotta say, your ass looks far better in those jeans 
than it did in the slacks,” he said, smirking. “I knew they 
were hiding something fine.” 


Standing next to Carl, Jake snorted. “He’s right, Dad. | told 
you to toss those.” 


His jaw dropped at his son’s words. “Since when did you 
become a fashion expert, Jake?” 


Jake just shrugged, his gaze drifting to the kitchen. 


“There’s soda in the fridge, Jake,” the stranger said. “Help 
yourself.” 


“Thanks.” Jake wandered that way, leading Lorna. 


“Trace,” Carl said, the man’s face and comments finally 
clicking. “You work with Vince.” 


The owner of the house strode into the room. “Hey, Carl,” 
Vince greeted, smiling. “I see you met Trace.” 


“Yeah, Vince,” Trace replied cheekily. “I’ve met your stud 
detective.” He sidled closer to Carl and gripped his bicep. “l 
can see why you've been keeping him to yourself.” 


Carl knew there was a story behind the man’s words, but 
he didn’t have a clue about it. He could feel the firefighter’s 
strong grip checking his arm’s muscles, and he flexed 
automatically in reaction, his gaze straying to Vince in 
question. 


“Oh, nice,” Trace crooned. 


“That’s enough.” Vince grabbed Trace’s arm, pulling his 
hand away. “Go back to your date, Trace.” 


Trace laughed and sashayed out of the room. “Yes, 
Vincent.” 


“Just ignore him,” Vince said stiffly. 


Carl chuckled at Vince, trying to ease his discomfort. 
“Sure.” He slung an arm over Vince’s shoulders and steered 
him toward the back. “He’s an interesting man, but he’s 
right about one thing.” 


To his pleasure, he felt Vince relax under his grip. “What’s 
that?” he asked, turning his head just enough to watch Carl 
out of the corner of his eye. 


“| have one fine looking ass,” he replied without the least 
bit of humility. 


Vince barked out a laugh, and Carl gave his shoulders one 
more squeeze before he released him. Carl followed him 
into the kitchen, his gaze dropping to Vince’s ass, wondering 
what exactly the criterion for a nice ass was. Vince’s 
seemed firm and high, the muscles flexing under the jeans 
he wore. Carl figured he could probably bounce a quarter off 
them. They’d make a nice handful to squeeze if a guy 
wanted to grab on and pull Vince to him. 


He tore his gaze away from those muscular cheeks, trying 
to control his disconcerting thoughts. He’d had them more 
and more recently. Sometimes, he’d find himself lying in bed 
at night and wondering if the firming of his dick when he’d 
kissed Vince had been a fluke, or just something that had 
happened because he hadn’t gotten laid in so long. The 
problem was, Carl couldn’t seem to find any women that 
interested him, not that he was looking very hard, he 
admitted. 


“Hey,” Trace said, drawing his attention. 


Carl took the beer Trace offered him. “Thanks,” he replied 
absently, before following the other men out to the back 
patio. He smelled steak and burgers cooking, and his 
stomach grumbled, reminding him of how long it’d been 
since he’d eaten the sandwich at lunch. 


He was introduced to Patrick, Trace’s date, a slender gray- 
eyed man with glasses and wayward red hair. Cute, was the 
best way to describe him, and a half hour later when Carl 


walked into the kitchen for a refill, he watched Trace back 
Patrick against a wall and take him in a deep kiss. Carl could 
almost feel the heat pouring off the couple as their hips 
ground against each other. 


The sudden image of him taking Vince that way 
superimposed itself over reality. Carl’s breathing hitched. He 
could almost taste the man and feel his body pressed 
against his own. His cock filled as he wondered how Vince’s 
hard dick would feel rubbing against his own. Tingles 
worked their way over his skin, shocking him with the 
intensity of the desire that surged through him. He had to 
turn away and grip the counter for support as he struggled 
to settle down. 


He nearly jumped out of his skin when a hand landed on 
his arm, making him jerk away from the contact. 


“Whoa,” Vince’s soothing voice reached his ears. “Are you 
okay?” 


Carl stared at Vince for a few seconds. He must have 
looked as shell-shocked as he felt, because Vince cocked his 
head and frowned. “What’s wrong?” 


“Nothing,” he quickly replied. “Here,” he said, thrusting 
the beer he held into Vince’s hand. He turned away and 
opened the fridge to grab another for himself. He used those 
precious seconds to pull himself together. Throughout the 
rest of the BBQ, though, Carl found his gaze straying to 
Vince repeatedly, and the semi-erection in his jeans refused 
to subside. 


He watched Trace teach Jake to make a lay-up on the hoop 
set up against the back patio, impressing Carl with how 
easily the men accepted his son. Then they played a rowdy 
game of three on three, with Vince and Carl teaming up with 


Lorna, while Trace and Patrick picked Jake. Carl laughed 
good-naturedly when the other team trounced them 
soundly, twice. 


After the game, Trace and his date left. Jake followed them 
out, taking Lorna with him, telling Carl that he was going to 
help her with the last of her math homework tonight since 
they planned to go to a water park with Rhonda and her 
new boyfriend the next day. 


He watched them cross the street and walk into his house 
from the front window of Vince’s living room. He knew 
behind him, Vince was putting in one of the Die Hard 
movies, which one didn’t really matter to Carl. All he could 
think about was that they were alone, truly alone, for the 
first time since he’d kissed the man. The memory of that 
kiss had become an obsession, plaguing him in the dark of 
the night as he lay alone in his bed. And the urge to repeat 
the move, to see if it would be as good as he remembered, 
Slammed through him. The semi-erection he’d had in his 
jeans most of the evening firmed quickly as blood flooded 
his groin. 


“They’re good kids,” Vince said from behind him. “Jake 
sure got along well with Trace.” 


Glancing over his shoulder, he spotted Vince quickly 
turning away to refocus on his task of queuing up the movie. 
Had he been staring at my ass? 


“Yeah, | certainly can’t complain. Jake looks after his 
sister, and they’re both good kids,” he conceded. He settled 
on the couch, slouching into the cushions and splaying his 
legs. The move pulled the denim of his crotch tight against 
the ridge of his erection. He watched carefully as Vince 
finished what he was doing before turning and looking at 


him. For a split second, Carl saw the spark of desire flare in 
his friend’s eyes before he hid it by taking a long drink of his 
beer. /’m not the only one affected. Gratefulness filled him. 
Thank God! 


“Need a refill?” 


Carl nodded. “Sure,” he said, tapping his empty bottle 
against the inside of his thigh. 


Vince’s gaze followed the movement and he swallowed 
hard. “Be right back,” he said thickly. 


Carl grinned at the back of Vince’s head as he retreated. 
He gave himself the mental green light to see if his memory 
was as good as the real thing, or if his sex-deprived brain 
had blown it all out of proportion. 


Chapter Eight 


Vincent struggled to breathe as he reached in and grabbed 
two more beers. He popped the top of one and downed half 
the contents. Carl is going to be the death of me! Trace had 
told him that he’d spotted the detective watching him most 
of the evening, but surely that didn’t mean what Vincent 
wanted it to mean. And surely he’d imagined the bulge in 
the other man’s jeans. 


Getting his pulse sort of under control, he headed back to 
the living room. Too bad he couldn’t get his erection under 
control, too. Carl had the remote in one hand and when he 
walked in, he hit the play button for the Blue Ray. “Thanks,” 
he said, reaching for the bottle. 


“Sure.” 


Instead of taking the bottle, though, Carl gripped Vincent’s 
wrist and pulled him forward. Hitting the edge of the couch, 
Vincent lost his balance and began to fall toward Carl. Carl’s 
free hand gripped Vincent’s hip and guided him to land on 
his lap. Vincent stared in shock as he straddled Carl’s 
thighs. Heat infused his cheeks as he realized there was no 
way his friend could miss his erection now. “What—” 


“We don’t need these quite yet, | think,” Carl said softly. 
The grip on his wrist released and Carl took both beers in 
one hand and set them on the end table. When Vincent 
moved to stand, the hand on his hip tightened, stilling him. 
“Stay,” Carl commanded. 


Uncomprehending, Vincent froze as Carl slid his hand 
around to cup his ass. A slight squeeze had him letting out a 
shocked gasp. 


“Yup, just as fine as | thought,” Carl murmured, more to 
himself than to Vincent. The hand that moved to grip the 
nape of his neck was cold from the beer bottles, sending a 
shiver through Vincent. Carl tugged him closer, his hazel 
eyes searching his face. “You good?” he murmured. 


“What are you doing?” Vincent whispered. He couldn’t 
wrap his mind around the fact that this was actually 
happening—and it was being instigated by Carl! 


“I need to know,” Carl replied softly, drawing him closer, 
Still. 


“Know what?” Vincent didn’t resist - / should really be 
resisting - but instead brought his hands up and settled 
them on Carl’s shoulders. 


“If it’s as good as I’ve been remembering every night.” 


Before he could wonder at the statement, Carl’s lips 
closed over Vincent’s, taking slow sweet mastery, urging his 
jaw to open, giving him access to thrust his tongue in deep. 
Vincent couldn’t stop his moan as he tentatively stroked 
Carl’s tongue with his own. Carl nipped and sucked, nibbled 
and licked, exploring his mouth and lips. 


Carl groaned. “Oh, God. | was wrong.” Before Vincent 
could draw back in shock, thinking Carl hadn’t enjoyed the 
kiss nearly as much as he’d thought, Carl continued. “This is 
so much better.” 


The hand on Vincent’s ass tightened, drawing him more 
firmly against Carl’s body. An equally hard shaft rubbed 


against his own, sending delicious shock waves through his 
balls and thighs from the pressure. “You're hard!” Vincent 
gasped in shock, as Carl’s hand encouraged him to rock 
against him again. 


“You're fucking sexy,” Carl whispered. “Your hard muscles 
rippling as you play basketball, teasing me with your sweat- 
slicked skin when you take off your shirt. It took everything 
in me not to lick it off you.” His sentence ended in a growly 
groan as he captured Vincent’s lips again, this time in a 
dominating claiming of his mouth. 


Vincent’s brain short-circuited. He wants me! Carl wants 
me! He kept repeating the words to himself on an endless 
loop. He could do little but hang on for the ride as his body’s 
needs took control. 


Rocking against the man beneath him, Vincent rubbed his 
hard-on against Carl’s. Carl growled into the kiss and bucked 
against him. The other man’s fingers dug almost painfully 
into Vincent’s hip as he controlled the rhythm of their 
movements, just like he controlled the kiss with his hand on 
Vincent’s neck and the thrusting of his tongue. Vincent felt 
like Carl was in full control, even though Vincent was on top. 


Suddenly, Carl groaned into the kiss, then wrenched his 
lips away. His breathing came in ragged pants and his body 
shuddered under Vincent. When Vincent met Carl’s shocked 
expression, the other man’s pupils were blown wide with 
lust. 


“Holy shit,” Carl hissed. “Gonna come.” 


Vincent froze for all of two seconds. “Not yet,” he ordered, 
his words coming out a lusty growl. 


He slipped from Carl’s lap and grappled with Carl’s jeans. 
If this was the one chance he’d experience this with Carl, he 
wanted to taste him. A moan from his soon-to-be lover had 
him glancing up, his own balls pulling tight just from the 
look of heat and lust on Carl’s face. Vincent’s hands 
continued to work and he pulled the button free and slid the 
zipper down. The flaps immediately parted, shoved aside by 
the strength of Carl’s pulsing erection. 


“Lift,” he ordered, and Carl obeyed. 


Sucking in an appreciative breath as he worked Carl’s 
jeans and briefs down his hips, Vincent watched Carl’s 
engorged shaft emerge. He ran a finger up the pale skin, 
tracing the thick vein, pausing to massage the sensitive 
bundle of nerves just under the angry red cap. Pre-cum 
oozed steadily from the wide slit, telling Vincent just how on 
the edge Carl really was. 


“Please!” 


The hissed word fueled Vincent’s lust and he looked up at 
Carl’s pained expression. He grinned, stuck out his tongue, 
and swiped it across the head, making certain he applied 
pressure to the slit, and lapped up the pale cream expelled 
from Carl’s penis. 


“Vince, please!” 


Oh, begging sounded so good on Carl’s lips, so sexy. And 
the knowledge that Carl was begging him had Vincent’s 
balls pulling tight to his body. To distract himself, Vincent 
wrapped his hand around the base of Carl’s dick, squeezing 
firmly, just as he sucked the cap into his mouth. Carl 
groaned and bucked, but Vincent’s hand kept his new lover 
from gagging him. 


Carl’s shaft was big, probably nine inches, and thick. He 
sucked it like a lollipop, moving his mouth up and down, 
creating suction that he knew felt so good as he massaged 
the throbbing vein running the length of Carl’s cock. 


Carl gasped and moaned above him. He rocked his hips 
up, and Vincent let him slide more and more into his mouth 
with each thrust. When the head of Carl’s dick hit the back 
of his throat, Vincent swallowed around it, squeezing the 
sensitive flesh. 


“Vince, oh, my God, Vince! Fuck! So good! Suck me, 
Vince.” Carl’s words eventually sputtered out to grunts, 
groans, and unintelligent gibberish that might have been 
more cursing with Vincent’s name tossed in now and then. 


Vincent loved that he’d managed to remove the sexy 
man’s ability to speak. Carl’s hand at his nape—rough, blunt 
fingers encouraging him, massaging his neck—had Vincent 
moaning around the thick flesh in his mouth. Carl hissed as 
the sensations vibrated his shaft. The hand on Vincent 
tightened, tugging his hair and warning of Carl’s impending 
orgasm. 


Having no intention of releasing his prize, Vincent sucked 
harder on the head and massaged the sensitive nerves 
under the flared cap. With his other hand, he reached up 
and rolled the tight orbs in their sacks. 


A roar escaped Carl as his shaft swelled and pulsed. Thick 
ropes of semen erupted from the slit, coating Vincent’s 
tongue with Carl’s essence. Vincent swallowed down each 
spray of salty, creamy goodness, relishing the taste of the 
other man’s pleasure. The sounds of Carl’s grunts and 
mewls as Vincent licked away all traces of seed on Carl’s so 
sensitive cock had Vincent’s shaft jerking and leaking in his 


Slacks, reminding him that he still needed to find his own 
release. 


He allowed Carl’s saliva-drenched penis to slip from his 
mouth, and the other man grunted as cool air met slick 
flesh. With Carl’s lust slaked, Vincent wasn’t certain what his 
lover’s reaction would be. He pressed the heel of his hand 
against his painfully hard erection, trying to relieve some of 
the pressure. Suddenly, Carl shoved Vincent roughly from 
his lap, and he tumbled to the floor, sprawling on his back. 


He fully expected to see an angry, or perhaps disgusted, 
Carl glaring down at him. Instead, the other man dove for 
Vincent’s belt with single-minded determination glittering in 
eyes that appeared more green than brown. 


“Carl?” he gasped out, not comprehending what the other 
man was doing. 


“Want to touch you,” Carl rasped, his voice hoarse. He 
didn’t bother asking permission. Carl just shoved his pants 
down, reached in, and pulled out Vincent’s prick. 


The strong calloused hand on his aching dick had Vincent 
shouting and bucking his hips, mindlessly searching for 
friction. Carl gave it to him. He propped himself up on an 
elbow, and using one hand, Carl gripped Vincent’s cock and 
stroked. The scrape of Carl’s calloused fingers on Vincent’s 
dick had him on the edge in less than a minute. He panted 
and grunted, his eyelids dropping closed as he relished the 
warm tingle at the base of his spine, heralding his 
approaching orgasm. 


“Open your eyes, Vince,” Carl snarled. “Know who’s 
touching you.” 


As if he could forget. He’d lusted after the man for weeks, 
but Vincent obeyed the order, prying his eyes back open. 
The lust and pleasure mixed with satisfaction swirling in 
Carl’s intense stare sent Vincent right over the edge. His 
hips bucked one more time as his balls forced string after 
string of cum soaring through the air to paint his stomach, 
chest, and even his chin. Vincent couldn’t remember the 
last time he’d come so hard from just a hand job. 


He lay on the floor, spent, his body shuddering, and just 
enjoyed the sensations caused by getting off with someone. 
Finally, the light touches of another caressing the softening, 
sensitized skin of his dick registered. Vincent looked down 
his prone body to find Carl staring at his penis, an 
inscrutable look on his face as he softly traced the now 
spent organ. 


Vincent had no idea if he should be uncomfortable or 
pleased by Carl’s fascination. He also had no clue what to 
say to him, so he waited, praying that Carl wasn’t about to 
regret what they’d just done and walk out of his life for 
good. 


Chapter Nine 


Carl struggled to breathe around the lump in his throat. He 
didn’t know how to react after the explosive sex he’d just 
Shared with his friend. On one hand, he wanted to do it 
again. Carl couldn’t remember when making out with 
someone caused such a riot of sensations in his body. And 
the blow job? Shit! Vince was a master! Never had a woman 
made Carl come so hard. 


On the other hand, Carl was undeniably freaked. Was he 
gay now? Bi? What did this mean? If anyone found out, how 
would it affect his job, his friends? And, oh, God, what would 
Rhonda say? The kids? Could he lose custody of his kids? 


He swallowed hard, trying to fight back his rising panic. 
Focusing on the man he’d all but tackled to get at his 
erection, Carl suddenly realized he was still petting the 
man’s flaccid dick, and his own pants were around his 
ankles. How embarrassing was that? 


Except, now that he had the presence of mind to control 
his actions, Carl liked what he was doing. He liked the way 
Vince’s dick twitched under his scrutiny, causing blood to 
once again flow to his own shaft. It felt good. Really good. | 
want to do it again, he realized. 


Damn! When was the last time | had a sex marathon? Carl 
bet Vince could get him off again, maybe even twice more. 
Could he please the other man just as much? Vince sure 
seemed to enjoy Carl’s touch, if the plumping penis under 


his fingers was anything to go by. He’d taken what he 
wanted before, why not do it again? 


Screwing up his courage, Carl finally lifted his head, 
moving his gaze up the firm planes of the other man, 
eventually reaching Vince’s brown eyes. Vince’s body was 
well defined—hard muscle covered by taut skin, and most of 
it tanned, indicating how much time he spent in the sun 
with his shirt off. Vince lay still, his arms spread away from 
his sides, his breathing shallow, as he watched Carl. There 
were questions in his eyes, questions Carl couldn’t answer 
right now. Maybe he could get Vince to think about 
something else. 


Carl glanced once more at Vince’s rising shaft, then 
crawled slowly up his body. He settled his slightly smaller 
frame on Vince’s, holding the other man’s questioning look 
as he lowered his pelvis to Vince’s. The first feel of the sexy 
firefighter’s semi-hard dick against his own plumping flesh 
had a hiss escaping between his teeth. Damn, that felt 
better than expected. 


More blood rushed south as he rutted slowly against the 
other man. From the expression on his lover's face, Carl 
wasn’t the only one enjoying the renewed sexual 
exploration. Carl lowered his head and brushed a soft kiss to 
Vince’s mouth. It was firmer than a woman’s but still soft 
and inviting. He liked the sharper flavors of male and beer 
as he thrust his tongue in for a taste. 


Where the prior kiss had been aggressive, animalistic, and 
sexy as fuck, this one was slow, sensual, and arousing in a 
whole new way. His blood heated slowly, as if on a slow 
burn. The sensitive skin of his now-hard shaft pressed, 
rubbed, and slid against Vince’s renewed erection. Even the 


feel of the other man’s hairy balls pressed tight to his own 
sent zings of heat and need through his system. 


When breathing became a necessity, Carl broke the kiss 
and lifted his head. Before he could dive back in to taste his 
lover again, Vince gasped out, “Carl, what are we doing?” 


Carl grinned down at him. “If you don’t know, | must be 
doing something wrong,” he teased, hiding his concern. 


He of all people should know that a man could get hard 
without wanting to or really being into it. He’d done it plenty 
of times with Rhonda. Shoving thoughts of his ex from his 
mind, Carl searched for a way to keep Vince from 
questioning too much and instead have him focus on 
pleasure. “We're attracted to each other, and we both need 
this, Vince,” he whispered, pecking a quick, soft kiss to his 
lips. “Just feel, remember what it’s like to not be alone,” he 
pleaded. 


For a second, Carl could see a war going on behind Vince’s 
dark eyes. Vince searched his face, and whatever 
expression he saw must have convinced him. “Yeah,” he 
whispered, rubbing his dick more firmly against Carl’s. 
“We'll talk later,” he said absently, obviously no longer 
focusing on carrying on a conversation. 


Carl liked the sound of that. He lifted up onto an elbow, 
rutting even more firmly against Vince as the other man’s 
movements sped up. He skimmed a hand down Vince’s 
chest then up under the shirt to caress the firm skin of his 
side. That earned him a soft mewl from the other man. Carl 
liked that sound. He wanted to hear more. 


Spotting Vince’s distended nipple pushing through his thin 
t-shirt, Carl shoved the shirt up and then scraped a nail over 
it. To Carl’s astonishment, Vince jumped so hard, Carl nearly 


toppled off him. Vince groaned deeply, thrusting his chest 
up as if seeking more. The sound went straight to Carl’s 
balls and they tightened in pleasure, making him gasp. 


Like cause and effect, Carl began an all-out assault on 
Vince’s extremely sensitive nipples. The more he licked, 
nipped, twisted, and tugged at the hard brown nubs, the 
more Vince groaned, moaned, and rutted against Carl’s 
cock, which in turn had Carl’s dick leaking like a sieve, 
sending pleasant shocks of hot pleasure through his body, 
and pulling his balls ever tighter. It had never occurred to 
Carl that he’d be able to come just from giving someone 
else pleasure, but that was what was about to happen, and 
soon. 


But first, he wanted Vince to come again, too. Carl 
doubled his efforts, adding in wet, sucking kisses and warm 
puffs of breath to the arsenal of things he was doing to 
Vince’s nipples. 


“C-Carl!” 


Vince’s gasped word was barely audible. He followed it 
closely by a hoarse shout as his body spasmed violently. 
Hot, wet seed soaked the space between their bodies. It was 
all the extra sensation Carl needed. His erection pulsed, 
spraying jet after jet, adding to the mess between them. 


When he finally came back to awareness, Carl realized 
Vince’s arms were wrapped tightly around him, holding him 
close. He’d tucked his head into the crook of the other 
man’s neck. From the slow, even breaths of the chest rising 
and falling beneath Carl, Vince had no trouble handling his 
weight. He’d never had a lover he could rest on. Carl had 
always been bigger than the women he’d been with, so he’d 


had to be careful. Vince made all those worries go away, 
letting him give in to his baser instincts. 


What else could Vince do for him, Carl wondered. Or what 
could Carl do for Vince? 


His cell phone chimed, alerting Carl to an incoming call. 
Groaning in frustration, he rolled off Vince and reached 
down. It took him a couple good tugs to get his phone out of 
the pocket of his jeans since they were wrapped around his 
ankles, but he managed it. 


A look at his display had his lip curling in frustration. He 
hit a button and snapped into the phone, “Let me guess. 
You're cancelling.” 


Rhonda’s indignant huff sounded through the phone. “No, 
| want to keep them for the night. The park closes at ten o’ 
clock and it’s an hour drive to your place while only fifteen 
minutes to mine. It makes sense.” 


Carl should have realized Rhonda would do something like 
this. He squeezed his eyes shut and mentally counted to 
ten. They’d agreed that since he was giving up one of his 
days, she would return them so he could spend most of 
Sunday with them. Now, she was changing plans. 


To his surprise, he felt a hand slip into his free one, 
squeezing gently. Carl glanced over at Vince. Seeing Vince’s 
understanding look gave Carl the courage to ask, “What 
time will you be bringing them over Sunday?” 


“Well,” she hedged, giving Carl the answer without words. 
“I thought it would be easier if they spent next weekend 
with you, instead.” 


He blew out a slow breath, making certain the sound 
wouldn’t carry through the phone. Grimacing, he replied, 
“Fine. l'Il let the kids know of the change in plans.” He didn’t 
wait for a response, but just hung up the phone. 


Lying on his back, Carl stared up at the ceiling for several 
minutes, lost in thought. He didn’t know why it surprised 
him anymore. Rhonda changed plans often, telling Carl 
instead of asking him. It wasn’t until Vince shifted next to 
him that he remembered where he was and who he was 
with. Looking at the other man, half naked, his flaccid dick 
covered in semen, his nipples red and distended from Carl’s 
hands and mouth, he wondered if he should be 
embarrassed, but couldn’t find it in him. He smiled. 


“Are you interested in having dinner with me tomorrow 
evening? It looks like I’m free.” 


Vince smiled back, relief filling his eyes. “Sure. Your place 
or mine?” 


“Neither,” Carl said. “I haven’t been out to somewhere 
other than fast food with the kids in a while. How about a 
steakhouse?” 


“O kay. ” 


Chapter Ten 


Carl hadn’t specifically said this was a date, but that didn’t 
make Vincent any less nervous. In fact, he realized it made 
him more nervous because he didn’t know how to act or 
what to expect. Taking a deep breath, he opened his front 
door and headed across the street. Carl answered his door a 
moment after Vincent rang the bell. 


“Hey, Vince. | was just headed your way. You ready?” Carl 
asked, grinning. 


Vincent nodded, and Carl stepped toward him, making 
Vincent’s pulse race. 


Would Carl kiss him right here on the street? 


Carl closed the door and stepped past him. “My car, or 
yours?” he asked, seemingly oblivious to the disappointed 
tension thrumming through Vincent’s body. 


“Uh, whichever,” he responded absently. 


Carl didn’t seem to notice. He popped the locks on his car 
and climbed into the driver’s seat. It took Vincent a second 
to get his feet moving. Once he slipped into the passenger 
seat and clicked his belt into place, Carl started the car and 
they were on their way. 


The other man kept up a fairly steady stream of 
conversation, just like nothing had happened between them 
the night before. It slowly relaxed Vincent, and he was able 


to slip right back into his role as the detective’s friend 
instead of lover. 


He noticed a subtle difference in Carl, though. Where, 
before, Carl’s gaze would have lingered over the hostess’s 
ample bosom, instead he was too busy regaling Vincent with 
a story about a traffic stop that happened that day to one of 
the beat cops. Though Carl never touched him, he seemed 
to make it his mission of the evening to keep him smiling. 


With their steaks on the table and a pint each under their 
belts, Carl leaned across the table toward Vincent. His hazel 
eyes glittered with something Vincent couldn’t hope to 
identify as Carl’s intense stare focused even more firmly on 
him, sending shivers of awareness through his body to 
center in his dick. His cock, which had lain dormant until 
then due to first nerves, then the easy camaraderie, took 
that moment to perk up and begin to fill. 


“I like seeing your smile, Vince,” Carl murmured. “It makes 
your eyes light up. So fucking sexy.” 


Yeah, that little tidbit of knowledge wasn’t going to deflate 
his swelling dick. Just the fact that Carl thought he was sexy 
was enough to give Vincent an erection. He shifted in his 
seat, trying to adjust his unruly dick into a more comfortable 
position. “Uh, thanks,” he managed after clearing his throat. 


Carl grinned, amusement making his eyes sparkle. 


Vincent glared, though it held no heat, and Carl laughed. 
To Vincent’s relief, Carl changed the subject. 


“Jake tells me you’re going to be one of the trainers for 
Emergency First Aid offered to the students through the 
Advanced Health class.” 


“Yeah. I’ve been doing that for the last three years. We 
normally end up with almost a dozen students per class 
taking the course and getting registered as CPR 
responders.” He paused, his thoughts derailing for a second 
as Carl took a swallow of beer, and Vincent couldn’t take his 
gaze off the detective’s bobbing Adam’s apple. “How does 
Jake know? Is he part of the group?” 


Carl nodded, grinning. “He said something about buckets 
of cow’s blood? What’s that about?” 


Vincent flushed and took a bite of steak before answering. 
“We give the CPR training first. The second part is the 
emergency first aid. If kids can’t stand the sight of blood, 
it’s best to know that right up front,” he admitted with a 
grimace. “They have the option of leaving before we fill a 
metal basin with cow’s blood. | remember one year, we had 
a two hundred fifty pound linebacker in the class. He 
fainted,” Vincent deadpanned. 


A chortle and snort was Carl’s immediate response. 
Vincent’s lips curved into a smirk as he watched Carl 
struggle to swallow the swig of beer he’d taken while 
fighting his laughter. Finally, he got it done and glared at 
Vincent. “You just had to tell me that while taking a drink, 
didn’t you?” 


Unabashed, Vincent smirked. “You asked. | was just 
explaining,” he teased. 


Carl glared again, but from the merriment in his 
expression, Vincent knew there was no heat in it. “I’ll find a 
way to get you back,” Carl vowed. 


Vincent winked. “l'Il take my chances.” 


Carl’s brows shot up. He cast a quick glance around and 
then smiled back at him. Vincent swept the area as well, 
wondering what had just changed, but with no one watching 
them, he could think of only one thing. The wink. He 
groaned internally at his stupidity. Of course, Carl wasn’t 
ready to proclaim their... whatever they had, to anyone 
else. 


Forcing a smile, he asked, “So which class is Jake in?” 


Carl answered quickly, once more latching onto the safe 
conversation. “Third and fourth period. Wednesday.” 


They fell back into conversation quickly, arguing about the 
pitcher’s importance for how well the local baseball team 
was doing compared to the infield players. Both men 
declined dessert, and Carl insisted on paying, saying Vince 
could get the next one. That comment had warmth flooding 
through Vincent’s veins. Carl’s already thinking of doing this 
again! 


Once they pulled into the driveway, Carl turned to Vincent 
and stated, “The night’s young. Wanna come in for a beer?” 


He opened his mouth, ready to make a crass comment 
back about wanting meat more, but snapped his jaw shut 
when he realized that Carl might really just want to relax, 
have a beer, and watch a movie. Vincent nodded and 
shoved the car door open. He followed Carl into the house 
he’d become pretty familiar with, and walked past him to 
head to the kitchen. 


A strong grip on his arm spun Vincent around and had his 
back hitting the wall. Firm lips immediately pressed against 
his own, and a tongue demanded entrance. He gave up any 
pretense of denying the man ravishing him and opened for 


Carl’s thrusting tongue, twining their tongues, and giving as 
good as he got. 


Carl pressed him bodily against the wall, grinding his hips 
against Vincent’s. The thickness of Carl’s hardening shaft 
showed Vincent exactly how much Carl enjoyed the contact. 
As Carl rubbed against him, Vincent moaned, expressing his 
own pleasure as spikes of sensation shot from his dick 
through his body. 


Carl ended the kiss and rested his forehead against 
Vincent’s. His warm panting breaths mingled with Vincent’s 
in the most intimate way as they breathed into each other’s 
mouths. His hips slowed slightly, making the friction an 
enticement instead of a nosedive to get off. “You have no 
idea how much | wanted to do this the second | saw you,” 
Carl admitted. 


Carl’s words sent pleasure radiating through Vincent’s 
chest of a different sort. He wasn’t the only one feeling this 
intense pull between them. “Anytime,” he whispered. 


Groaning, Carl managed to slip a hand between them. He 
cupped Vincent’s erection through his jeans, squeezing it. 
Vincent grunted, bucking his hips into Carl’s firm grip. For a 
man who was new at this, Carl sure knew how to get 
Vincent to the edge fast. 


His legs trembled and his cock oozed pre-cum in his jeans. 
He thumped his head against the wall again as he struggled 
to remain standing. Carl began an assault on his neck, 
placing sucking kisses along the sensitive tendons. Rucking 
up Vincent’s shirt, Carl skimmed his free hand up over his 
rib cage and traced the dips and ridges of his side to the 
sensitive skin of his hip. 


“Need somewhere to sit,” Vincent murmured, fearing his 
legs would give out under the onslaught. 


“Excellent idea,” Carl purred against his throat. The warm 
waft of Carl’s breath over his wet skin sent a shiver 
shuddering through him. It was another minute before Carl 
pulled away from Vincent, letting him push off from the wall. 
Carl took his hand and led him to the den. With a heated 
smile, Carl moved him to the small couch and gave him a 
gentle push. Vincent dropped onto the plush leather 
furniture. 


To his shock, Carl dropped to his knees in front of him and 
reached for Vincent’s fly. He held his breath as he watched 
Carl unbutton then unzip his jeans. His erection pushed the 
flaps apart, the hard ridge jutting insistently under the fabric 
of his briefs. Carl traced Vincent’s erection from base to tip, 
stopping to swirl his fingers around the pre-cum soaked 
fabric covering the head. 


Vincent grunted, sparks shooting through his groin. “You 
having fun?” he managed to ask through gritted teeth. 


Carl’s head came up and he grinned. “Yeah, thanks. You’re 
thicker than I am. It’s interesting.” 


Vincent chuckled. “Uh, okay.” 
“Lift,” Carl instructed, tapping his hip. 


He complied, and helped Carl shove his jeans and briefs 
down to below his knees. His dick slapped him in the 
stomach, hard and weeping. Carl gripped him firmly in one 
calloused hand, and Vincent decided he could easily 
become addicted to the way those calluses felt on his 
sensitive shaft. 


“Shit, Carl,” he hissed. Trying to control his urge to buck 
his hips, Vincent splayed his fingers over the buttery soft 
leather. Carl grinned up at him and leaned forward. 
Vincent’s eyes widened as he realized the other man’s 
intent. “You don’t have to,” he whispered quickly, giving him 
an out. Even the hand job last night had felt fantastic. 


Carl paused, as if considering, then he looked up at 
Vincent through his thick pale lashes, leaned close, and 
licked up the dollop of pre-cum oozing from Vincent’s slit. 
He gasped as the thick, wet appendage slid across the 
sensitive nerve endings, making his shaft twitch and jerk in 
Carl’s grip. 


“Hmm,” Carl hummed, cocking his head. “Interesting 
flavor.” 


Vincent chuckled. He couldn’t remember when sex had 
been this light and relaxed. Their last encounter had been 
all about feral need and lust, this time was about 
exploration and learning. Carl licked his head again, then 
sucked lightly on the cap. 


Vincent grunted. 


Carl pumped his shaft with one hand. He used the other 
hand to tickle the sensitive skin encasing his testicles. 
Needing contact with his lover, Vincent couldn’t stop from 
Cupping the back of Carl’s head. He squeezed the tendons 
under his hand, encouraging Carl’s exploration. In response, 
Carl rolled Vincent’s balls and used the tips of his fingers to 
massage the skin behind his sack. 


Groaning, Vincent felt his balls pull tight. When he felt Carl 
swallow more of his cock and use his tongue to tickle the 
wrinkled skin under his cap, the tingle started at the base of 
his spine, heralding his approaching orgasm. 


“Shit,” he hissed. “Getting close,” he warned breathlessly. 


Carl hummed his approval at that, sending vibrations 
through Vincent’s dick. His testicles ached. His dick swelled. 
Vincent knew he was seconds away from coming, so he 
pulled roughly on Carl’s short, dirty-blond hair. Carl growled 
and managed to suck him down to the root. Vincent gasped 
at the sensations and at the visual of Carl deep-throating his 
cock. 


“Carl—” he got out on a groan as he lost the fight. His dick 
swelled and pulsed as waves of pleasure swamped him in 
time with the cum bursting from his cock. Carl jerked, but to 
Vincent’s surprise, didn’t pull away. He swallowed around 
the head of Vincent’s cock, swallowing his seed and 
massaging the sensitive tissues of his head. 


Vincent roared as even more pleasure flooded his body. 
White spots danced behind his eyes. His body convulsed 
once, then shuddered. His breath came in ragged pants as 
he sank into the cushions and just tried to get enough air 
into his lungs. 


When he could think rationally again, he lifted his gaze 
and focused on Carl. The man still knelt between his legs, 
but he was now sitting back on his haunches. His eyes were 
closed, his head thrown back, and he rubbed his groin with 
one hand. Vincent saw the wetness darkening his jeans and 
his eyes widened. 


“Shit, that’s hot,” he whispered. 


Carl’s eyes opened to half-mast, a pleased, relaxed 
expression on his face. His lips curved into a lazy grin. “You 
think me coming in my jeans from sucking you off is hot?” 


“Fuck, yeah.” 


Laughing softly, Carl nodded. “Yeah, okay.” He rose 
unsteadily to his feet, using a hand on the arm of the sofa 
for assistance. He held out the other hand. “How about we 
get cleaned up?” 


Vincent grinned, taking the offered hand. 


Chapter Eleven 


Carl whistled happily as he strode into the gym. He planned 
to spar with his partner, Ryan, that afternoon, but wanted 
some time on the treadmill to warm up and relax first. In the 
locker room, he quickly changed into running shorts and a 
tank top. Carl grabbed his water bottle and towel, and 
headed into the gym. He found a treadmill and started it up. 


Twenty minutes into his run, Ryan stopped next to him. 
“Hey, man. You have the kids tonight?” 


“No,” he replied, still focused on his run. 


“I’m headed to Booker’s tonight. You should join me,” 
Ryan said. 


Carl glanced down at his friend and shook his head. “No, 
man. | have plans. Thanks, though.” He had no desire to 
subject himself to the meat market that always seemed to 
happen at Booker’s, even if he didn’t have hot sex waiting 
for him at home with Vince. 


“Plans? You mean a date?” Ryan asked, a gleam entering 
his eyes. “You dog, when were you going to tell me?” 


Carl slowed the treadmill and shook his head. “Not like 
that, Ryan. Beer and BBQ with my neighbor.” 


“Is this the firefighter neighbor you’ve talked about? 
Vincent Androse?” 


The way Ryan asked the question had Carl eyeing him 
speculatively. “Yeah.” 


“You, uh...” Ryan paused and cleared his throat. The way 
he shifted his weight told Carl of his partner’s discomfort 
broaching the subject. “You’ve been getting pretty tight with 
him.” 


It wasn’t a question, but Carl nodded anyway. A fissure of 
concern went through him. Had he done something to give 
away his more than friends relationship with the man? He 
couldn’t think of anything. “He’s a good guy,” he finally 
commented. 


“You know he’s gay, right?” 


Carl nodded, wondering what Ryan had heard, but too 
afraid to ask. Vince had never been anything but up front 
about his sexuality. It stood to reason the man wasn’t in the 
closet. What did that say about Carl? “Yeah, so?” 


“Well, you put him as next contact with the school if you 
or Rhonda weren't available.” Ryan’s gaze didn’t quite meet 
Carl's. 


“How the hell do you know that?” he snapped. That was 
supposed to be confidential information. 


Ryan shrugged, but at least he met Carl’s glare. “Briana is 
the receptionist there. She’s dating Stewart.” 


Carl rolled his eyes, trying to keep his pulse from racing 
out of control as he stepped off the treadmill and wiped his 
neck. “You fuckers gossip more than a bunch of old women,” 
he growled. 


“Come on, man,” Ryan murmured, leaning close. “People 
have started talking, what with you hanging with him all the 
time. They’re askin’ me if | Know what’s up with you.” 


It was the perfect opening and Carl knew that. Ryan was 
his best friend and partner on the force. He should be able 
to tell the man anything, trust him with anything. He opened 
his mouth, and his heart skipped a beat. He couldn’t do it. 
Sneering, he answered, “They need to learn to mind their 
own fucking business.” 


He turned on the ball of his foot and strode toward the 
back where the training mats were. “You coming, or what?” 
he snapped over his shoulder. He heard Ryan sigh, then his 
tread followed Carl. 


It took him a good ten minutes to calm down enough to 
focus on his bout. Ryan pinned him twice before he could 
gather himself. Once he did, Carl returned the favor by 
taking Ryan down six times. 


Thirty minutes later, they both lay on their backs, panting 
for breath. “Damn, you got the moves,” Ryan said. “I never 
can best you for long.” 


Carl grinned, but didn’t respond. His thoughts strayed to 
the moves Vince put on him and how his body reacted. Just 
the thought of his lover’s touch had his cock perking up. He 
grunted and sat up, forcing his thoughts away from Vince 
and his amazing ability to have fire coursing through Carl’s 
veins in a matter of moments. 


“| gotta get cleaned up,” he said, climbing to his feet. 


Ryan followed suit and they wandered into the locker 
room. “Hey, | didn’t mean to piss you off earlier,” his partner 


said softly. “You know | always got your back. No matter 
what. | don’t want to see anyone cause problems for you.” 


His shirt off and in his hands, Carl paused. He took a 
breath to steady his nerves and asked, “And if Vincent was 
more to me than a friend, it would cause problems for me?” 
His heart beat wildly in his chest at even voicing those 
words. It wasn’t a confession, but it was damn close. And it 
scared the shit out of him. Does that make me a coward? 


For a second, his friend eyed him. Then a big grin split the 
man’s lips. “Awe, if Rhonda took your man-card when you 
left and you want what Vincent is packing, you wouldn’t lose 
respect from half the precinct,” he said, slapping Carl on the 
shoulder. 


Carl's brow lifted. “No?” What the hell? 


“Naw,” Ryan replied, then he sobered, his eyes taking on 
a serious gleam. “Maybe a quarter, though,” he admitted. 


Grimacing, Carl nodded. “Dwight is a complete 
homophobe.” 


“Yeah, but he’s an ass,” Ryan said. 


Carl nodded again. “A few others on the force wouldn’t be 
too happy, either.” He could think of at least three other 
beat cops who spoke badly about fags, Dwight just 
happened to be the loudest. Just how much trouble could his 
co-workers cause if his relationship with Vince got out? What 
would Captain Pascone say? Or do? 


“Like you said,” Ryan stated, drawing Carl out of his 
thoughts. “They should mind their own fucking business.” 


To Carl’s surprise, the conversation didn’t stop his partner 
from stripping down, tossing his towel over his shoulder and 
heading toward the showers. His brows lifted and he found 
himself staring at the man’s flexing ass-cheeks. No way was 
it as nice as Vince’s, he thought. 


Ryan grinned over his shoulder at him. “Checking out my 
ass, partner? Naughty, naughty!” 


Carl snorted, stripped down, and followed him, though his 
own towel was wrapped firmly around his hips. He heard 
Ryan’s shower start and stepped into the stall next to his. 
“This doesn’t weird you out?” 


“What? Talking about the fact that you may be a cock- 
sucker?” his partner shot back with amusement. “Of course 
not. If | had an ex that put me through the ringer like 
Rhonda did to you, I’d swear off women, too.” 


“God damn it, man,” Carl grunted, scrubbing down. “How 
the hell did you know?” 


He could imagine the other man’s shrug as he answered, 
“You've been really happy recently and far more relaxed 
than I’ve seen you in years. | Knew there had to be some 
change, and since you weren't talking, | did what any good 
detective would do.” Suddenly, Ryan’s head popped around 
the corner and he grinned at Carl’s buck-ass naked form. “l 
did some digging. The changes started when your new 
friend moved in.” 


“Shit, Ryan,” Carl hissed. He banged his palm on the tile 
shower stall and groaned. “What the hell am | going to do?” 


Ryan’s head disappeared, and Carl rinsed the soap from 
his body. The other man didn’t answer until he’d stepped 
out of the shower. His partner of over five years gripped his 


shoulder and gave it a hard squeeze. “Why do anything if 
you're both happy? Is he happy?” 


Carl didn’t even pretend he didn’t know who Ryan was 
talking about. “I think so.” 


“Well, he’s a guy, so if he wasn’t happy, I’m sure he’d just 
tell you,” Ryan said, turning away and heading back to his 
locker. His partner lifted his towel to his hair and rubbed, 
completely unabashed to once again be showing Carl his 
ass. 


Unable to resist, Carl twirled his towel and whipped him. 
The crack of wet towel meeting pale flesh reverberated 
through the room. Ryan whirled with a shout, swinging his 
own towel. The hits flew between them fast and furious. By 
the time they called a halt, both men were laughing 
hysterically. 


He dropped onto the bench, the towel across his lap. 
“Damn.” Grinning at his equally exhausted partner, he 
realized he felt relief that someone else knew. He wasn’t 
ready to tell the world by any means, but his partner 
accepted him. “Thank you.” 


Smirking back at him, Ryan nodded. “Sure thing, man. 
Now, I’m outa here and you’ve got someone waiting.” 


Carl nodded, a small smile curving his lips. “Yeah, | do.” 


Out in the parking lot, Ryan strode beside him. When he 
reached his car, he said, “So when am I gonna meet him?” 


Pausing, Carl placed his hands on his hips and stared at 
the sky for a second. He sucked in a deep breath and let it 
out in a whoosh. “I’m still coming to terms with this. Give 
me a little more time?” 


“|I suppose, but don’t take too long. | have to make certain 
he’s good enough for you,” Ryan teased. 


Carl laughed. “Right.” 


“Hey, since you don’t have any family, | gotta take care of 
you,” Ryan said with a cocky grin. 


He held out a hand and when Ryan took it, Carl pulled him 
into a one armed, back-slapping, man-hug. Pulling away, 
Carl nodded. “Sure thing, partner. See you Monday.” 


Ryan settled into his car and Carl continued to his own. 
Easing into the seat, Carl let his head drop against the 
headrest and his eyes close. He had a lot of decisions about 
his future to make. Suddenly, he remembered the 
conversation he had with Jake the first time Carl had joined 
them for dinner. At least his son wouldn’t have a problem 
with him having a boyfriend instead of a girlfriend. 


His brows lifted as he thought about that. Do I have a 
boyfriend? Starting the car, he shook his head. Carl decided 
he’d think about it later. 


Chapter Twelve 


“How many dates have you been on with him?” Trace asked, 
frowning. 


Vincent scowled, not liking the direction of his friend’s line 
of questioning. “Three,” he admitted. 


“And he hasn’t fucked you yet?” Trace crossed his arms 
over his chest. “Are you sure he’s not just experimenting?” 


Vincent plopped down on one of the benches between the 
lockers in the firehouse wash room and grimaced. He didn’t 
know what to tell his friend. He wasn’t really sure himself. 


Trace settled next to him. “He /s experimenting?” he 
asked, giving Vincent a worried look. 


Shaking his head, Vincent found his voice. “I have no 
idea,” he whispered. “We've been to a couple steak houses 
and a seafood place. He acts like a buddy while in public, 
but as soon as the door closes he pounces on me.” Running 
a hand through his dark hair, he grimaced. “Damn, he’s 
insatiable. It’s like he’s making up for lost time.” 


That had Trace’s brows shooting up. “What do you mean?” 


“He’s learned the art of sucking cock incredibly fast,” 
Vincent replied, hating that he had to share these details 
with Trace, but needing someone to talk to about it. Carl had 
him all mixed up inside. The man acted like a drinking 
buddy to the world, but would suck his cock, or stroke him 


off, or rut against him like a cat in heat when they were 
alone. And his mouth! Vincent groaned at the memory of 
Carl’s kisses. 


“So he’s closeted,” Trace reasoned. “He likes it, but 
doesn’t want to admit it to the world.” 


“Seems that way,” Vincent said, sighing with frustration. 
Damn, he'd always promised himself not to let anyone force 
him back into the closet. And Vincent didn’t really consider 
himself back there, but it sure was frustrating not being able 
to touch Carl in public. Not that he could make out with him 
like heterosexual males could with their girlfriends, but it 
still would have been nice to hold his hand or touch his arm 
when he wanted. 


Trace’s eyes narrowed, staring at him hard for a few 
seconds. “Okay, so let him fuck you, then see if he'll come 
out for you. Invite him to the Memorial Day party as your 
date.” 


Vincent’s brows shot up. “I don’t know,” he hedged. “I’m 
not much of a bottom.” It was one of the biggest reasons he 
and Trace never tried to give it a go when they'd first met. 
Both of them were too dominant. Could he let Carl have his 
ass without knowing where the relationship was going? 


Giving him an understanding look, Trace asked, “You don’t 
really want to be a closeted cop’s dirty little secret, do you?” 


“Of course not.” 


“Then you better figure things out now if he’s willing to be 
with you for real before you fall for him. It’ll be easier to end 
things now rather than later,” he remarked sagely. 


Just the idea of ending things with Carl had Vincent’s 
heart beating a staccato rhythm in his chest. He didn’t want 
to imagine a day when he couldn’t pick up his phone, zing 
off a text to his lover, and then get some witty reply back. 
He loved Carl’s wicked sense of humor. 


“Oh, Vincent, you didn’t!” Trace’s moaned words drew his 
attention and he looked at the other man. “You didn’t fall for 
him already, did you?” 


“Maybe,” he whispered. 


“Oh, darling,” Trace crooned. He wrapped his arms around 
Vincent and pulled him into a hug. “Be careful, okay? | don’t 
want to see you get hurt, again!” 


He accepted the hug and returned it. Pulling away, 
Vincent stood and grabbed his clothes. “It’ll be okay,” he 
said with more conviction than he felt. 


Trace nodded, but didn’t say anything as Vincent left the 
room. 


“Hey, Vince,” Carl greeted. 


Vincent smiled at Carl and crossed the threshold into his 
home. “Hi,” he replied. 


As soon as the door closed, Carl grabbed his hand and 
stepped close. Instead of kissing him, as he normally did, 
Carl lifted his other hand and cupped Vincent’s jaw. “l 
looked forward to this all day,” he whispered. “I want to do 
this right.” 


“Kissing me?” Vincent murmured, confused by the 
intensity of the look in the other man’s eyes. Could it be 


that Carl returned Vincent’s powerful feelings? 
“Yeah,” Carl whispered. 


“You always kiss me just right.” It wasn’t a lie. Vincent 
loved Carl’s kisses. They were always so deep, expressing 
everything that his lover hid behind his careful control. 


Carl closed the distance between them and whispered 
against his lips, “Good.” He pressed his lips against 
Vincent’s, lightly at first, as if seeing how soft a kiss he 
could give. It sent tingles down Vincent’s neck and chest, 
made his nipples bead, and he clutched at Carl’s arms, 
trying to hold on. The brush, brush, slide of Carl’s firm lips 
against his was almost better than the hungry ones he’d 
received from him. 


Vincent whimpered into the other man’s mouth, suddenly 
needing more. He pressed forward, expressing his desire by 
taking over the kiss. Normally, he let Carl be the aggressor, 
the fear of scaring the man holding him back. But now, after 
his admissions to Trace, after realizing he may lose Carl 
before they could really start something together, he 
needed to feel in control of something. 


He tightened the grip he had on Carl’s shoulders and spun 
him around, pressing him against the wall. As Vincent took 
mastery of Carl’s mouth, diving in deep, twisting their 
tongues together, he felt a deep moan vibrate through 
Carl’s body. “Oh, yeah,” Vincent growled, liking the other 
man’s reaction. 


“Yes,” Carl hissed. His hips bucked forward, rubbing 
against Vincent’s groin. 


Tightening his hold, Vincent pressed him harder into the 
wall. He broke the kiss, but didn’t raise his head. “Is this 


what you want?” he growled. “Do you want me to take you, 
Carl?” He stared into Carl’s deep hazel eyes dominated by 
flecks of green due to the man’s lust. They almost acted like 
a mood ring, Vincent realized, waiting patiently for an 
answer. He could gauge his lover’s feelings by the shades of 
his eyes. 


“Yeah,” Carl whispered. 


Vincent growled at the other man’s admission. “You want 
to be mine, Carl?” he almost snarled, his heart tripping into 
overtime. Even as he said the words, he really wanted him 
to answer yes. 


“God, yes,” Carl replied. “If that makes you mine, too,” he 
added. 


Pounding interrupted Vincent before he could confirm 
Carl’s ascertation. He growled and turned toward the 
offending sound. “You expecting someone?” he asked. 


Carl dropped his head against the wall and moaned. “No. 
Maybe if we ignore them, they'll go away.” 


Vincent rested his head against Carl’s shoulder, fighting to 
get himself back under control. His erection jerked and 
ached in his jeans, and he struggled to contain his 
frustration. The doorbell rang in accompaniment with the 
knocking. 


“Damn it,” Carl moaned. 


Pushing away from the wall, Vincent put some space 
between them. Carl slipped past him, slid the lock aside, 
and opened the door. 


“Ryan! What are you doing here?” 


He knew from conversations with Carl that Ryan was his 
lover’s partner on the force. Vincent moved into the kitchen, 
trying to give them a little privacy, but he was still able to 
make out the other man’s words. “Sorry to rush ya man, but 
| realized the only way | was going to meet this mysterious 
Vincent Androse was if | dropped by. | told you, | gotta make 
sure he’s good enough for you. Now, where is he?” 


Vincent’s jaw dropped for several seconds, and the roar of 
blood in his ears drowned out Carl’s reply. Carl told Ryan 
about us? Still...the other detective seemed relatively fine 
with it, judging by his tone. Vincent opened the refrigerator 
and grabbed the steaks. Needing a minute to process this 
revelation, he slipped out onto the back deck before the 
other two men appeared. 


He turned the grill on to warm and placed the two thick 
rib-eyes on the nearby table to wait. 


So, if Ryan knows, that means Carl is becoming 
comfortable with the idea of people knowing about us being 
together, right? Maybe he'd want to go to the Memorial Day 
BBQ with him after all. 


The sound of the sliding door opening cut into his 
thoughts. Vincent turned around and smiled, quickly taking 
in the man who watched Carl’s back day in and day out. He 
was a good-looking man in a rugged, outdoorsy way. He had 
a full beard, broad shoulders and thick build, but Vincent 
could tell there wasn’t an extra ounce of fat on him. Ryan 
stood just shy of six feet and was built like a brick house. 


Ryan held out his hand. “Ryan Straton. You must be the 
elusive Vincent Androse that I’ve heard so much about.” 


Well that was right to the point, wasn’t it? Vincent took 
the offered hand. The shake was firm, but brief. “Yes, that’d 


be me. Carl’s told me quite a bit about you, too.” 


“Quite a bit, huh?” Ryan hooked his thumbs in his belt 
loops and eyed Vincent for a second, as if gauging his 
truthfulness. 


Vincent held the other man’s stare calmly. 


Ryan nodded. “Yeah, | know all about what a motor mouth 
Carl can be when he gets going.” 


Carl glared at Ryan, but the other man just laughed. “l 
thought you were heading to the bar tonight,” Carl stated, 
crossing his arms over his chest. His entire posture 
screamed his unease and irritation, which didn’t bode well 
for Vincent’s hopes of sharing their relationship with others. 


Ryan slouched into one of the lawn chairs on the deck and 
smiled widely up at his friend. “It doesn’t start hoppin’ there 
until at least nine. You don’t mind if | hang with you guys, do 
you?” 


Vincent forced a smile, hoping they could get past the 
awkward stage. “I’m about to toss a couple steaks on the 
grill. You hungry? | can run across the street and grab some 
chicken | have thawed.” He’d left it in there planning to 
make fried chicken tomorrow, but he could run to the store 
and get more. 


“I have a few more steaks. Let me toss one in the 
microwave to thaw,” Carl grumbled, his words admitting his 
defeat. 


After Carl left him and Ryan alone on the deck, Vincent 
once more found himself the recipient of a cool stare. “You 
really like him, don’t you?” Ryan asked bluntly. 


Vincent nodded. “I really like him.” 
“Do you love him?” 


He chuckled softly. “Do you give his female dates the third 
degree, too? Or am | just lucky?” 


Ryan propped his arm on his knee and eyed Vincent for a 
few seconds before answering. “Carl hasn’t dated anyone 
else since Rhonda left him. | also Know that you just got out 
of a nasty relationship not too long ago. | just want to make 
certain you aren’t using him, that’s all.” 


“Fair enough,” Vincent responded, settling into a nearby 
chair. “I’m not using him. | care for him greatly. | don’t know 
yet if it’s love, but if Carl decides he’s willing to openly share 
a relationship with me, then I think it wouldn’t take much to 
turn into that.” 


“Have you talked to Carl about coming out, yet?” 
Vincent shook his head. “Not yet.” 


Ryan grunted in response, which made Vincent wonder if 
Carl had said something to the man. “What? You don’t think 
he will?” 


Shaking his head, Ryan replied, “I didn’t say that. | just 
think he’s worried about getting a lot of grief from his fellow 
cops, not to mention his ex-wife.” Ryan’s eyes narrowed and 
he stared off into the distance. “I’ve known the man a long 
time. He likes to mull things over, look at it from every 
angle, before making a decision.” He shrugged. “I can’t see 
how this would be any different.” 


Vincent let out a sigh. Leaning forward, he rested his 
elbows on his knees. “So you’re saying he may never reach 


a decision?” 
“| don’t know about that,” Ryan replied evasively. 


Damn, this wasn’t what he’d wanted to hear at all. “l 
won’t be forced back into the closet for anyone, Ryan,” 
Vincent said quietly, holding the other man’s gaze steadily. 
“Not even for him.” 


Ryan nodded. “That’s good. | wouldn’t respect you if you 
let him do that to you, no matter how much | like my 
partner.” 


The sliding glass door rumbling along the tracks had both 
men glancing over. Vincent immediately leaped up and took 
a couple of the beers Carl was clutching in one hand. In the 
other, he had a plate with a third steak. Not much else was 
said between the men as the food cooked. The mosquitoes 
forced them inside by the time the steaks were done. 


They turned on a baseball game and Vincent was 
disappointed by how tense Carl remained. Although they sat 
next to each other on the small sofa, Carl kept as much 
Space as possible between them. From the brief words he’d 
overheard, and the conversation he’d had with Ryan, 
Vincent knew the other detective didn’t have a problem with 
Carl being with a man, so Carl didn’t need to hide from his 
partner. Was Vincent just deluding himself in thinking they 
could have a relationship together? Maybe it was time to 
find out. 


Chapter Thirteen. 


Carl could have throttled Ryan for showing up at his door. 
His cock still twitched when he thought about the 
dominance Vince had displayed. Normally, Vince let Carl 
take the lead, and the change had been so fucking hot! 


As it was, Carl felt uncomfortable in his own home. He 
wanted to reach out to Vince, hold him, kiss him, just like 
they did when they were alone, but he couldn’t seem to get 
past his reticence with Ryan in the house. Even though Carl 
knew Ryan already knew about them and didn’t give a shit. 


He couldn’t be more grateful when the clock read eight- 
thirty and his partner decided it was time to head out. 
Walking Ryan to the door, Carl told him to have a good time. 


Ryan paused in the doorway. Looking back, a big grin on 
his face, Ryan waggled his eyebrows. “Be good. Be sure to 
do all the things | won’t do,” he said with a wink. 


Carl rolled his eyes and Ryan left, laughing as he went. 


He returned to find Vince relaxing on the couch. Vince’s 
arms were resting across the back, his legs stretched out in 
front of him, crossed at the ankle. He looked like the 
epitome of masculine comfort, but the crease of his brows 
and intense look in his dark eyes as he watched Carl reenter 
the room told him otherwise. His words confirmed it. 


“So, your partner knows about us,” Vince said softly. 


Carl’s steps faltered for just a second, then he resumed 
walking forward, choosing to sit across from his lover. It was 
easy to see that Vince had something on his mind, and Carl 
wasn’t sure he really wanted to know what it was. 


He nodded. “Yeah. He questioned me about it this 
afternoon at the gym.” Carl grimaced and rested his 
forearms on his knees. “I guess one of the guys on the force 
is dating the school receptionist. It’s going around the office 
that | added you to the contact list for Jake and Lorna,” he 
admitted. 


Vince’s brows lifted. “Oh. Well, that doesn’t mean 
anything. We’re neighbors.” 


Something about the way Vince said the words had Carl’s 
eyes narrowing. “Yeah, well, those at the precinct tend to 
gossip worse than old women.” 


“Huh,” Vince grunted. He rested his head against the back 
of the sofa and let out a long breath. Staring at Carl from 
beneath his lashes, he asked, “So what exactly did you say 
that led you to tell him about our...” He paused and waved a 
hand between them, “Whatever it is between us.” 


That got Carl’s hackles up. He frowned and straightened. 
“What do you mean, whatever it is between us?” 


Vince didn’t bother moving, which somehow irritated Carl 
more. What was going on with him? “Come on, Carl, it’s not 
like we ever talked about what’s going on between us. Yeah, 
we have some explosive moments, but what are we doing 
here?” 


“We're dating,” Carl snapped without thinking. 


Finally, Vince straightened and focused narrowed eyes on 
him, which was probably worse than his prior position. Carl 
fought back a desire to squirm under his lover’s intense 
scrutiny. “So, you’re saying that if someone came right out 
and asked you, you would confirm that I’m your date? Your 
boyfriend?” 


Carl’s face flamed, an uncomfortable heat rolling through 
him. Damn it! Where had this come from? He opened his 
mouth, then snapped it shut, uncertain what to say. He 
knew the answer to the question. He’d probably deny it. He 
wasn’t ready to tell the world how much he liked kissing 
another man, how much he liked sucking cock. 


“Uh huh, that’s what | thought.” 


Vince’s quiet words brought Carl out of his panicked 
thoughts. “What’s that supposed to mean? | didn’t even 
answer,” he pointed out. 


“Which was answer enough,” Vince said, his tone 
suddenly gentle. The sad look that crossed the other man’s 
face pierced Carl through the heart. “You couldn’t even 
touch me while Ryan was here, and he knows we've been 
together and doesn’t care. | won’t let anyone force me back 
into the closet, Carl. Not even you.” 


“I’m not asking you to,” he replied. Shit, what could he 
say to bring them back to where they were before Ryan’s 
arrival? He wanted to touch Vince, remind him of how good 
it was between them. He rose to do just that, but Vince 
stood, too, and from his defensive stance, it didn’t look like 
he’d welcome Carl’s touch. 


“Maybe not with words,” Vince said, “but you do with 
action. Out in the real world, we’re friends, drinking buddies, 
neighbors. Behind closed doors, we’re lovers.” With each 


word Vince spoke, Carl could hear Vince’s anger growing. “l 
refuse to be your dirty little secret any longer, Carl,” he 
growled. “I deserve better than that!” 


Okay, maybe Vince had a point. He sure wouldn’t want to 
be denied by a date when out with him. “Just-Just give me a 
little time,” he pleaded. “This is new to me. I’ve spent 
almost thirty-five years thinking | was a straight 
heterosexual male.” 


Vince nodded slowly and Carl thought maybe they could 
move past this—whatever this was. But then Vince headed 
toward the hallway, pausing once he got there. He turned 
around and looked at Carl. “I need a date for the 
Firefighter’s Memorial Day picnic in a couple months.” 
Vince’s lips lifted into a smirk. “They always plan the thing 
months in advance.” His gaze danced away, then returned 
and settled on Carl, his expression serious. “I'd like you to 
be my date, but if you don’t think that’s enough time, or if 
you don’t want to be my date, that’s fine, too.” 


Carl’s jaw dropped as he watched Vince eye him for a 
moment, then nod to himself, and head toward the front of 
the house and the door. Wait just a damn minute! That 
sounded suspiciously like—Carl charged after the man. He 
grabbed Vince’s arm and forced him to stop and turn 
around. “Is that an ultimatum?” he roared. 


Shaking his head, Vince gently used his free hand to 
remove Carl’s grip. “No, baby. It’s a choice.” Vince cupped 
Carl’s cheek, leaned down, and kissed him slowly. It was too 
short and too chaste for Carl’s liking, especially considering 
how Vince was looking at him now that it was over. “You're 
an amazing man. Funny, kind, a great father, and a 
passionate lover. | would very much like to explore a 
relationship with you, Carl, but | won’t do that in hiding. You 


need to take some time to figure out what you want. If that 
ends up being me, you know where | live.” Vince ended his 
speech with a smile and another kiss. 


Leaving with his words ringing in Carl’s ears, words that 
sounded so good even as they were so wrong, Vince walked 
out the door. Carl was too stunned to stop him. 


The soft click of the door brought Carl out of his shocked 
stupor. What the hell had just happened? He pivoted, 
headed for the kitchen, and poured a shot of whiskey. 
Downing it, he poured another. Had Vince just broken up 
with him? 


He thought about everything that had transpired over the 
evening, the way Vince had kissed him—desperate, 
commanding, as if he wanted to consume him. The night 
would have ended so differently if they hadn’t been 
interrupted, but they had been interrupted. And maybe that 
was a good thing. Was he really ready to have Vince own his 
ass? 


Carl shivered. In the heat of passion, he’d wanted Vince to 
own every bit of him. It had seemed just as important as the 
next breath of air he took. But then Ryan had joined them, 
and even though his partner knew about his relationship 
with Vince, and had been okay with it, Carl still hadn’t been 
able to act like they were a couple. Just as Vince had 
pointed out, Carl hadn’t even been able to touch him. 


Maybe that’s what had set Vince off. The realization that 
even around those who didn’t care and accepted them as a 
couple, Carl still couldn’t act like there was anything 
between them. 


“God, I’m such an ass.” He groaned, dropping his forehead 
on the counter. The problem was, even now, realizing this, if 


he had it to do all over again Carl didn’t think he could 
change it. 


Foregoing the glass, Carl grabbed the whiskey bottle and 
strode into the study. He turned on the TV and lost himself 
in mindless MASH reruns and booze, all the while trying not 
to think about what he might have just lost. Carl had never 
considered himself a coward, until now. 


Chapter Fourteen 


The phone rang again, and Vincent resisted the urge to 
throw the device against the wall, barely. He knew it 
wouldn’t be Carl. He’d thought the detective would change 
his mind after a week, but the man had never called. 
However, Lonnie called several times a day. It was 
frustrating as hell, bordering on stalkerish, and Vincent was 
at his wits end. He’d change his number, but Lonnie knew 
where he lived. He wondered if Carl’s offer for a restraining 
order was still open. Would the man be willing to talk to him 
for that? 


The shrill sound of his phone ringing cut into his thoughts. 
Gritting his teeth, Vincent lifted the phone again. “Look, | 
told you I don’t care...” 


“Mr. Androse? Is this Mr. Vincent Androse?” 


Vincent paused in mid-sentence. It wasn’t Lonnie, again. 
Who the hell... “Yes. This is Vincent Androse. What can | help 
you with?” 


“This is Mrs. Riley at Carson High School. We have you 
listed as next contact if Mr. or Mrs. Lewis aren’t available. 
Jake Lewis was sent to the principal’s office for fighting. Are 
you available to come get him?” 


His jaw dropped at the woman's words. Jake? In trouble? 
He’d never even seen the youngster raise his voice, let 
alone, show a violent streak! 


“Mr. Androse?” 
“Yes. Yes. l'Il be right there,” he answered quickly. 


It was Wednesday evening, the second week of the 
month. Carl’s night with the kids, so if the school couldn’t 
get hold of Carl, it must be serious. Carl was never late and 
was always available by cell. Vincent hung up the phone, 
grabbed his keys, and rushed out to his jeep. 


Upon arriving at the school, he strode to the 
administrative office and introduced himself. “I’m Vincent 
Androse. I’m here for Jake Lewis. Can you point me to the 
principal’s office, please?” 


“Of course,” the woman behind the desk with the pinched 
lips said. “This way.” 


He followed her down the hall where she knocked on a 
door. After poking her head in, she pulled it back and swung 
the door open, and ushered him inside. There Vincent found 
Jake with a solemn, frustrated looking older man. After 
introductions, the man frowned. “Now, Mr. Androse, | 
understand that this is the father’s night, but you need to 
tell him that even though he’s a cop, he is still responsible 
for his son’s actions. We don’t take fighting at our school 
lightly.” 


Vincent nodded solemnly. “Yes, Mr. Wainright. | will. I’m 
sorry this happened, and I’m certain Jake won’t do it again.” 
He shot the boy a stern look, but the teenager wouldn’t 
meet his gaze. Fighting back a sigh, Vincent turned back to 
the principal. “You have my word that Mr. Lewis will know 
about this incident. I’m sorry Jake bothered you.” 


The man nodded. “Good. He’s suspended for three days. 
We'll see him back on Tuesday next week. Make sure Mr. 


and Mrs. Lewis know he’s required to make up any work he 
misses.” 


After another round of agreement, he led Jake out of the 
room, the school, and to his vehicle. Opening the door, he 
waited for the boy to get in. After climbing in, he looked at 
Jake and sighed. “I’ve never seen you anything but polite, 
Jake. What the he// was that all about?” 


At first, Jake didn’t respond. It took almost the entire ride 
home for the young man even to open his mouth. Once 
they’d pulled into his driveway, Jake exploded. “A couple 
guys on the football team were making fun of my dad, okay! 
They were saying he couldn’t please my mom, and that’s 
why she left him. They said he was a cock-sucker and a fag! 
| told them it took a lot more courage to be gay than any of 
them would ever have!” 


Jake jerked the jeep’s door open, but Vincent grabbed his 
arm before he could get out. “What do you mean?” he 
hissed. 


“You're a firefighter, but that doesn’t stop you,” Jake 
whispered. “All | want is to be able to accept what | am like 
you do. There’s this boy at school. Everyone knows he’s 
gay, and I’m jealous. | don’t care that they make fun of him 
sometimes. | don’t want to hide anymore. I’m so tired of it,” 
he finished, glancing away. 


Realization hit Vincent like a ton of bricks. “You’re gay,” he 
murmured. 


Jake nodded, his jaw tightening as he fought his emotion 
back. 


Letting out a breath of surprise, he nodded. “Okay. Come 
on. Let’s talk,” Vincent said, leading the younger man inside 


his house. He didn’t know what the hell he’d say, but he’d 
do his best to offer advice. 


Once inside, he motioned for Jake to take a seat before 
Slipping into the kitchen to get drinks. He grabbed a couple 
sodas and made his way back to the living room. He found 
Jake slumped on the couch, his bag resting on the floor next 
to his feet. He handed one soda to the teen before settling 
on the coffee table across from him. After sipping his own 
drink, he asked, “How long have you known?” 


“About a year,” Jake admitted. “Last year was my first 
time on the soccer team, and I'd catch myself staring at the 
other boys as they changed.” He blushed, ducking his head. 
“| didn’t understand it at the time, but then | did some 
research online.” 


“What kind of research?” he asked. The increased red on 
Jake's face had him fighting back a smile. 


Jake’s shoulder jerked. “Pictures mostly,” he admitted. 


Lifting a brow, Vincent nodded. “lIl be sure not to pass 
that on to your dad.” He stared at the quiet boy for a 
moment. “I’m assuming you’re sure?” Jake’s gaze lifted and 
he nodded quickly. “I’m not going to lie and say it’s easy, 
Jake. If you decide to come out, you may lose friends.” He 
shook his head. “Hell, even family could turn their backs on 
you,” he warned. 


“It doesn’t matter. I’m tired of lying. I’m tired of listening 
to my mom ask me what girl I’m going to take to the prom. 
lm a Junior this year,” he said as he rose and started 
pacing. “I hadn’t even planned to go to the prom!” he all but 
shouted as he flailed his arms around. 


Vincent rose and settled his hands on Jake’s shoulders, 
holding him steady. “How do you think your mother will take 
it?” he asked softly. 


“Not well,” he admitted. “She caught me staring once at 
the quarterback of our football team. He was talking to one 
of the cheerleaders at the time, so she thought | was staring 
at the girl.” 


He blushed at the memory, but his focus remained steady 
on Vincent. 


“She bumped my hip and told me I had good taste.” 


Vincent grimaced and squeezed Jake’s shoulder before 
dropping his hands. “Yeah, your little announcement will 
probably blind-side her.” He smiled then. “Well, I’ve got your 
back if you ever need anything. You know that.” 


Jake nodded, his face brightening. “At least dad won't 
care, right?” 


The teen’s words had Vincent’s heartbeat tripping into 
overtime. “What do you mean?” he asked, mentally praising 
himself with how normal he sounded. 


Jake plopped back onto the couch. “Come on. | know 
about you and him,” he said with an eye roll and a wave of 
his hand. 


Vincent paled. Carl would kill him. “What?” he whispered. 


“It’s like | told dad before you got together,” Jake said, 
leaning forward in his seat. “I don’t care just as long as he’s 
happy.” Then he frowned. “Which he hasn’t been for the last 
week and a half. He’s been an absolute bear, snapping and 


Snarling at everything and everyone. And you weren’t at 
dinner last Friday night. Did something happen?” 


This time Vincent blushed. Shit! He dropped onto his La-Z- 
Boy. Although part of him was pleased that the man wasn’t 
doing well, a bigger part felt bad and wanted to find Carl 
and comfort him. “How’d you find out?” he asked gruffly, 
running a hand through his shaggy brown hair. They thought 
they’d been so discreet! 


“1...uh...” Jake looked away, his gaze fixed on the blank big 
screen TV. “I came down to get a glass of water one night 
and heard a noise from the den. | didn’t know what it was, 
so | went to see if something was wrong and saw you two 
kissing,” he admitted. 


Mortified, Vincent groaned. “Oh, God. Carl is not going to 
be pleased,” he whispered. 


“There was never an issue when | saw him kiss mom. Why 
would he be upset about me seeing him kiss you?” Jake 
asked, clearly confused, although he grinned in amusement 
at Vincent’s reaction. 


“He didn’t want anyone to know,” Vincent said softly. 


“Is that what your fight was about?” Jake asked, all mirth 
gone from his face replaced by a scowl. 


Damn, | should not be having this conversation with Carl’s 
son. He frowned at the teen and gave a sharp nod. “Yes,” he 
answered honestly. “I’ve been out since | was sixteen, Jake. | 
won't be forced back into the closet for anyone, not even 
your father.” 


Jake nodded slowly. “I can understand that. What are you 
going to do?” 


“Do?” Vincent shrugged. “Nothing. There’s nothing to do, 
Jake.” When the boy opened his mouth to protest, he held 
up a hand. “No. Don’t get involved with this one. Your father 
made his choice, and l'Il respect that.” Even if he missed the 
bastard and his heart felt like it'd been ripped from his 
chest. He rose. “Now, how about we order a pizza?” 


Jake remained silent for several minutes, and Vincent 
thought he might push, but finally he nodded. “Sure. That’d 
be great. Thanks.” 


“And Jake,” Vincent added, “just because your father and | 
aren’t hanging together anymore, it doesn’t mean | won’t be 
there for you if you need it. Okay?” 


That got him a grin from the young man, making him look 
so much like his father that something in Vincent’s chest 
ached. He turned and headed for the kitchen before Jake 
could spot the pain he knew was reflected in his eyes. 


For thirty minutes, he and Jake chatted and watched TV. 
Jake told him about school and soccer, and Vincent 
explained what it was like to be a gay firefighter. The 
doorbell interrupted his story of one of Trace’s escapades, 
and he headed toward the door, eager for the early supper. 


The smile on his lips faded when he saw that it wasn’t the 
pizza guy. / really do need to get a damn peek hole. “What 
are you doing here, Lonnie?” 


The coldness of his tone should have told the guy that he 
wasn’t welcome, but Lonnie ignored it, like always, and 
grinned up at him. “Hey, Vincent. | thought maybe you’d be 
interested...” The man’s brown eyes narrowed as his gaze 
shifted to something to Vincent’s left. “Who’s that?” 


“That’s none of your business,” Vincent growled, seriously 
considering Carl’s offer to slap a restraining order on his ex, 
especially when Lonnie shoved past him and squared off 
with Jake. 


With hands on his hips, Lonnie glared at Jake. “Tired of 
letting that big guy fuck you already? Is this one even 
legal?” he snarled. 


“Un-fucking-believable,” Vincent growled. “I am not dating 
Jake, not that it’s any of your business, Lonnie.” Gripping 
Lonnie’s arm, he tried to push him back through the door. 
“You need to leave,” he ordered. 


“Then who is he?” Lonnie asked, resisting every step of 
the way. 


Before Vincent could answer, Jake did. “I’m his boyfriend’s 
son, so you'd better get out of here before he shows up. He 
won't like you trying to poach on his man,” he said 
haughtily, crossing his arms and cocking his hip. 


Damn, if the queen act from Jake wasn’t the funniest thing 
Vincent had seen in ages. A chuckle escaped him, which 
incensed Lonnie further. His ex-boyfriend yanked his arm 
away from Vincent’s grip and pulled a gun from the waist of 
his jeans behind his back. 


Humor gone, the blood drained from his face as Lonnie 
pointed the weapon at Jake. “What...are you doing, Lonnie?” 
he asked slowly, trying to soothe the irate man. Vincent 
didn’t like the gleam in Lonnie’s eyes one bit and he backed 
several steps away, trying to hedge his way in front of Jake. 


“Stop right there,” Lonnie ordered, and Vincent froze. 
“You're mine, Vincent. I’m done waiting for you to come 
back to me, so I’m going to make you.” 


Shit! He should have listened to Carl. The man in front of 
him was no longer firing on all cylinders. “Lonnie,” he 
started slowly. “Put the gun down. This isn’t the way to get 
what you want.” 


“Yes, it is,” Lonnie insisted. “Now, let’s go home, Vincent.” 
“lam home,” Vincent said softly. 


Lonnie stomped his foot like a pouting child. “No!” he 
screamed. 


Fear welled up in Vincent as Lonnie stretched his arm out 
and squeezed the trigger. Vincent lunged sideways as a 
boom echoed through the room. Pain erupted through his 
Shoulder and chest, and he crumpled to the ground. He 
heard someone calling his name, and he struggled to focus 
on the sound. Cracking an eyelid, he found a bare-chested 
Jake leaning over him. Another wave of pain shot through 
Vincent when the teen pressed his shirt against him. 


“Stay with me, Vince,” Jake called. 


He smiled slightly at the sudden familiarity the teen used. 
He watched Jake yell something to a guy he didn’t recognize 
who stood a few feet away. He spotted the gun on the floor 
next to a crushed pizza box. 


Damn, the pizza looks ruined, he thought, right before 
darkness descended. 


Chapter Fifteen 


Carl let out a snarl as he eased his car to the shoulder and 
let the ambulance speed around him. He shook his head and 
took a deep breath. He’d been grouchy, bitching at 
everything and everyone ever since his fight with Vince. 
Taking a swing at Ryan when the man had told him to suck it 
up and just apologize to the guy had been the final straw. 
He’d been called into the captain’s office and told to take a 
few days off to settle down, which did nothing to cheer his 
disposition. On the other hand, the fishing had been relaxing 
and had given him time to think. 


For the first time in a week and a half, Carl hadn’t fought 
his thoughts of Vince, and in the quiet seclusion by the river, 
he’d jacked off to memories of them together. In his post 
orgasmic haze, he’d realized what an ass he’d been to even 
ask Vince to keep their relationship a secret. He’d have 
reacted the same way if someone did that to him. 


So, he’d packed up his shit and headed home, hoping 
Vince would be home on his day off so he could eat crow 
and kiss the man’s ass. He smiled at that thought. The 
man’s ass sure was fine. 


His smile disappeared when he turned onto his street and 
saw the ambulance that had blown by him parked in front of 
Vince’s house. He squealed to a stop in his driveway, his car 
barely in park before he leaped from it and raced across the 
street. 


He recognized Lance Brody as the officer working the 
scene. The man’s brows shot up as Carl ran toward him, 
yelling Vince’s name. Lance stepped in front of him. “Whoa, 
there, Detective Lewis. You’re not on duty, so you can’t go in 
there.” 


“Like hell | can’t,” he growled. “What happened to Vince?” 
“You know the victim?” 


“V-Victim,” he whispered, his heart skipping a beat. “No!” 
He tried to get around Lance, but the other man moved with 
him. “What happened?” he finally shouted. 


Lance shook his head. “Lover’s spat got violent. Gunshot 
wound to the chest. The paramedics are in there prepping 
him for travel to St. Mark’s.” 


Carl’s eyes widened, and he finally took a look around. He 
spotted Lonnie glaring at him from the backseat of Lance’s 
cruiser. He growled and stalked toward him, his vision going 
red. “I’m going to fucking kill him,” he roared. 


“Whoa, Detective. | know | did not just hear you say that,” 
Lance said softly, grabbing his arm and halting his progress. 


“Dad!” 


Turning at the shout, Carl pulled his arm free of Lance’s 
grip. “Jake? What the hell are you doing here?” 


He wrapped his son in a tight embrace, not sure what 
Surprised him more, that his son was there and not at 
school, or that there were tears tracking down the 
teenager’s cheeks. 


“He got shot, Dad! He stepped between us when Lonnie 
tried to shoot me,” Jake squeaked. 


Jake’s words returned his gaze to Lonnie, but before he 
could figure out how to get around Lance so he could tear 
the bastard apart, the paramedics rolled Vince out of the 
house. He gave his son a squeeze and a promise to be right 
back before releasing him and moving toward the stretcher. 
He felt the blood drain from his face as he saw the bloody 
bandages covering his lover’s left shoulder and upper chest. 


“Ah, baby,” he whispered, leaning over Vince. “I let you 
out of my sight for a couple days and you get yourself into 
trouble.” Carl threaded his fingers through Vince’s hair, 
brushing it away from his face. He feathered a soft kiss on 
his lips. 


Vince’s eyes fluttered. “Carl, what are you doing? You 
Shouldn’t do that.” 


“What? This?” he replied, brushing a second kiss to the 
injured firefighter’s lips. “I don’t give a shit what others 
think, baby. | was wrong.” 


Before Vince could reply, one of the paramedics settled a 
hand on Carl’s arm, drawing his attention. “I’m sorry, Sir, 
but we need to get moving.” 


Carl nodded. “lIl see you at the hospital,” he promised a 
very confused Vince. 


He turned and found his son talking with Officer Brody. 
When he reached them, the other cop gave him an 
inscrutable look and said, “That explains how you know 
him.” 


“Got a problem with that?” Carl asked quietly. 


Lance cocked his head and frowned at him. “My brother’s 
gay,” he said. “So, no, but I'll probably be in the minority. 
You know what hard-asses most cops are,” he reminded with 
a roll of his eyes. 


Carl nodded. He did know. It had been one of the reasons 
he’d wanted to keep his relationship with Vince a secret, but 
none of that mattered now. “Make sure Lonnie gets the book 
thrown at him.” 


“Oh, | will,” Lance assured, a hard glint entering his eyes. 
“Your man’s a hero...Saving your son like that.” He clapped 
his hand on Carl’s shoulder and gave it a squeeze. “I'll see 
you later, at the hospital. Your son’s free to go, but | may 
have some follow-up questions for him,” Lance added. 


Carl nodded. “Come on, Jake. You can tell me what the hell 
happened on the way to the hospital.” 


His son followed him as Carl jogged back across the 
street. That Jake didn’t say one word when he slapped the 
siren on the roof of his car, flipped it on, and tore after the 
ambulance just told Carl that his son was probably still in 
Shock. He pulled out his phone and hit speed dial. 


“Why the hell are you calling me?” Ryan asked without 
bothering to greet Carl. “You’re off duty.” 


“I know. I’m on my way to the hospital.” 


“The hospital?” Ryan cut in. “You were supposed to be 
fishing! What the hell happened?” 


“| did go fishing,” Carl growled. He laid on the horn and 
swung around a car that was moving too slowly to suit him. 
Lifting the phone back to his ear, he snapped, “I was headed 
to Vince’s to apologize. You can tell me, / to/d you so, later,” 


he ordered, just knowing those would be the next words out 
of Ryan’s mouth. “When | got there, | found out that Vince 
was attacked by his ex, Lonnie. Im following the 
ambulance,” he admitted. 


“Damn it, man, you just can’t stay out of trouble. Which 
hospital?” 


Carl swerved around another car, and cast a glance over 
at Jake to make certain he was okay before answering. “St. 
Mark’s. We're pulling up now.” 


“PIL be there soon,” Ryan promised then disconnected the 
Call. 


Carl tucked his phone into his shirt pocket, then reached 
over and squeezed Jake’s shoulder. “You doing okay there, 
Son?” he asked softly. 


Jake glanced his way, but his grip on the oh shit handle 
didn’t loosen. “Why did you and Mr. Androse fight? Was it 
over you coming out?” 


That was the last question Carl expected right now, but 
after the display of affection he’d made in front of Vince’s 
house, he guessed he should have expected it. Carl nodded 
as he turned his vehicle into the parking lot. “Yes, Jake. | 
wasn’t ready, and we both said some things we shouldn’t 
have,” he admitted. 


“What about now?” Jake asked, frowning. 


Carl parked the car and turned to face his son. “Nothing 
matters to me but making certain Vince gets well again. | 
plan to beg for him to take me back and give a relationship 
between us another try.” He swallowed and asked, “Is that 
something you’re going to be okay with?” 


Jake rolled his eyes, then nodded. “Yeah, Dad. | told you 
that, months ago. Besides,” he said, smirking over his 
shoulder while he pushed the door open. “If | had a problem 
with it, | would have said something three weeks ago when | 
saw the two of you making out in the den.” 


His jaw dropped, and Carl sat frozen for a moment. Jake 
saw them? When? How much had he seen? Carl's face 
heated, and he groaned, rubbing a hand over his neck. Shit. 
His door opened, and Carl looked up to find a still smirking 
Jake. “Don’t worry, Dad. Me seeing you and Mr. Androse 
kissing didn’t make me gay. I’ve known for almost a year 
that I like boys and not girls.” 


Carl leaped from the car, slamming the door behind him 
as he jogged to catch up with his retreating son. He grabbed 
Jake’s arm and pulled him to a stop. “You're gay?” 


Jake nodded, a pensive look suddenly filling his 
expression. 


Wrapping his arms around him, Carl pulled his son close. 
“You need to work on your coming out technique,” he 
whispered into Jake’s hair. Then he loosened his grip and 
looked down at his son. God, he almost reaches my chin. 
When did my son get so big? He cupped Jake’s jaw and 
looked his son in the eye. “Nothing you ever tell me will 
make me love you any less. You know that, right?” 


A relieved smile crossed Jakes features, and he nodded. 
“Yeah. It’s just nice to be reminded every now and then.” 


Carl nodded, then pressed a kiss to Jake’s forehead. “I 
love you, Son.” 


“| love you, too, Dad.” After a couple seconds, Jake pulled 
out of the hug and said, “Now, let’s go see how your 


boyfriend is doing.” 


He couldn’t stop the smile at that thought. “He’s not my 
boyfriend at the moment, but let’s go anyway.” 


“He will be. Mr. Androse likes you.” 
“Oh, ya think so?” Carl asked. 


Entering the hospital, he frowned at his son. “Just what 
were you doing at Vincent’s? You’re supposed to be at 
school.” With everything else going on, Carl had completely 
forgotten to ask. 


Jake blushed. “I got suspended for fighting,” he admitted. 


Carl frowned. “You what?” People around them frowned at 
him, and Carl realized he’d asked that a little loudly. “We'll 
talk about this later,” he promised. Jake nodded, hugging 
himself. He couldn’t do too much to reassure the boy, as 
right then they arrived at the reception desk. He flipped 
open his badge and said, “I’m Detective Carl Lewis. Vincent 
Androse was brought in through emergency with a gunshot 
wound. | need an update on his condition and to see him as 
soon as possible.” 


“Of course, Detective. l'Il have the doctor come see you 
as soon as she can. Please, just take a seat,” the nurse said, 
indicating the chairs before picking up her phone to relay 
Carl’s request. 


As much as it irked him, Carl knew he had no choice but 
to wait. Everyone had procedures to follow. He and his son 
sat down, and while they waited, Jake explained what had 
caused the fight at school, why he’d been suspended, and 
how he’d ended up at Vincent’s. 


Carl nodded and assured Jake that they’d get through this. 
“But you’re grounded for a week,” he decreed. “No video 
games and no computer, except what you need to get your 
homework done.” 


Jake nodded. “Yes, Dad,” he said, agreeing without a fight. 
“Detective Lewis?” 


Carl stood and turned. He held out a hand to the 
diminutive woman who'd spoken his name. “Yes, ma’am. I’m 
Detective Lewis.” 


“I’m Doctor Rysling,” she replied, taking his hand and 
Shaking it. “I understand you're asking questions about 
Vincent Androse?” 


He nodded. “What’s his condition?” Carl struggled to keep 
his voice steady and the growing horror out of his 
expression as he listened to the doctor explain Vince’s 
injuries. He’d come so close to losing the man he loved. 
Shit, | love him. | love Vince and almost lost the chance to 
tell him! 


“So, we're keeping him in a medically induced coma for 
the evening. We’ll take him off those meds in the morning, 
and once he wakes, we'll notify you,” she finished. 


“No,” he whispered, speaking for the first time since the 
doctor had started her speech. 


The blonde woman’s brows shot up. “No?” 


Carl shook his head. “I need to see him.” He could see the 
refusal in her expression even before she opened her 
mouth. He held up a hand to stall her. “I'll only stay a 


moment, but | need to see with my own two eyes that 
Vincent lives.” 


She let out an irritated sigh, frowned, and then replied, 
“Very well. Two minutes.” When both he and Jake started to 
follow her, she stopped and pointed at the boy. “I’m sorry. 
Just you, Detective. He can’t come.” 


He glanced toward his son and saw the disappointment on 
his face, but Jake accepted the decision with a gracious nod 
and stepped back. “lIl be right back, Son.” 


Doctor Rysling led him through a maze of corridors and up 
three floors before pointing to a room. “Two minutes,” she 
reminded him. 


Carl nodded and stepped into the room. He sucked in his 
breath as he took in the many wires attached to his lover, 
his status monitored by the beep of machines. Vince’s pale 
Skin had Carl’s heart tripping in his chest. He moved closer 
and finally saw Vince’s chest move slightly as he inhaled 
and exhaled. 


Bending over him, Carl traced his fingertips over one 
brow, then gently kissed the bit of skin. “I’ll be back, love. 
You hang in there. | love you.” He kissed Vince again, then 
did the hardest thing he’d had to do in his life. He left his 
unconscious lover in the bed and followed the impatient 
doctor back to his waiting son. 


Chapter Sixteen 


The steady beep, beep was the first thing to pierce into 
Vincent’s consciousness. He tried to lift his hand, wanting to 
shut off the annoying alarm clock. Pain shot through his 
body at the attempted movement, and a soft moan escaped 
him. The sound seemed to echo inside his head, intensifying 
the headache he hadn't even realized he had. 


“Easy, Vince,” a deep voice crooned softly. “Stay still, 
love. Can you open those pretty brown eyes for me?” 


He wanted to ask which the man wanted, for him to stay 
still or for him to open his eyes. Either way, Vince struggled 
to crack an eyelid, if for no other reason than to see if that 
voice really belonged to Carl. He had a hazy recollection of 
the detective showing up right before he’d been shoved in 
the ambulance. But that couldn’t be right, because there 
was no way Carl would kiss him in front of several other 
men, including a couple cops. 


“Vince,” Carl’s voice came again, this time sounding 
sterner. “I Saw your arm twitch. | heard you moan. | know 
you're awake, love. Open your eyes,” he ordered. 


Love? Since when did Carl use that word? Vincent again 
worked to obey the command, flinching when bright white 
light hit his sensitive retina. He hissed out a breath and 
Slammed his lid back shut. 


Seconds later, he heard, “Okay. Try again, Vince.” 


He did. This time the lights were much dimmer, and it 
didn’t hurt nearly as much. He looked up into Carl’s 
handsome face, taking in the concerned expression, the 
dark circles under his eyes, and the worried pinch of those 
delicious lips. Lips he hadn’t tasted in almost two weeks. 


“What are you doing here?” 


Vincent didn’t think the words sounded understandable 
even to his own ears, but the pained expression that 
crossed Carl’s face told him the detective had understood. “I 
couldn’t be anywhere else, Vince,” Carl whispered. “I’ve 
missed you. Seeing you injured is scary as hell.” 


Carl leaned down, and to Vincent’s shock, he pressed a 
soft kiss to his lips, right there in the hospital where anyone 
could walk in. Carl sank to his knees and carefully cupped 
Vincent’s hand in both of his. “This is me begging you to 
give a dumbass another chance. Let me prove I’m the man 
you need.” 


Vincent tried to speak, really he did, but between his heart 
in his throat and the dryness of his mouth, he couldn’t seem 
to get a word out. Carl’s brows shot up and he leaped to his 
feet. “Shit, I’m sorry. They said you could have ice chips 
once you woke, but just a couple.” 


Carl released his hand, and Vincent immediately felt the 
loss. He was back seconds later holding a cup in one hand 
and lifting a spoon to Vincent’s lips with the other. “Open 
up,” he ordered softly. 


Obeying, Vincent sipped at the spoon, sucking the cold 
chips into his mouth. He closed his eyes briefly, letting the 
ice melt on his tongue and trickle down his dry throat. The 
feel of the spoon pressing against his lips had Vincent 
opening again and accepting another spoonful. The wetness 


soothed the scratchiness of his throat, letting him find his 
voice. 


“There’s nothing to forgive,” he rasped. “I shouldn’t have 
asked you to choose.” 


Carl put the cup and spoon down and shook his head. 
“You had every right to say the things you did, Vince. In fact, 
you were far more polite than | would have been,” he 
admitted, looking almost forlorn. “Your happiness is just as 
important as mine, and if you give me a chance, l'Il do 
everything in my power to keep that smile that | love so 
much on your face.” 


Vincent turned his palm up. It was pretty much the only 
gesture he had energy for, but Carl saw it and took it for 
what it was. The other man carefully took his hand again, 
threading their fingers, and smiled. “No more getting shot,” 
Carl whispered. 


He smiled slightly. “I’m not sure either of us can promise 
that, Detective,” he whispered. 


Carl leaned forward and pressed a gentle kiss to his lips. 
“Yeah, but we can try.” 


A throat clearing startled them both. Red flamed through 
Carl’s cheeks, but to his credit, he didn’t jerk away, or drop 
Vincent’s hand. That, more than any words, told Vincent of 
Carl’s sincerity. 


He focused on the small, blonde woman in blue scrubs 
holding a clip board. “Not wearing out my patient, are you, 
Detective?” Her words held warning, but she was smiling. 


“No, ma’am,” Carl replied quietly, hiding a smile of his 
own as he slowly straightened. 


“Very good. It’s good to see you awake, Mr. Androse. I’ve 
had a number of worried guests trying to get in here, and if 
your boyfriend here didn’t flash his badge every twenty 
minutes at my nurses, he wouldn’t be here either.” 


“I’m not leaving,” Carl warned. 


“Yeah, yeah,” she replied breezily, waving his words away 
with an amused smile. She put the clip board down and 
moved closer. “I’m Doctor Rysling. Let’s see how you're 
doing and then we'll talk about what happened.” 


By the time the woman was done checking bandages, 
monitors, asking questions, and generally just poking and 
prodding everywhere imaginable, Vincent’s vision was 
getting hazy. He wasn’t sure he’d remember half of the 
doctor’s words when she started explaining that the bullet 
had shattered his collarbone, requiring surgery to not only 
remove the bullet, but repair the damage. Plates and screws 
now held his clavicle bone together. 


When she finally explained that he’d be there for another 
week for observation, Vincent wanted to groan with 
frustration. She made mention of physical therapy and 
return doctor visits, but Vincent’s eyelids grew heavy, 
making it a struggle to keep focused. 


Finally, she seemed to notice. “l'Il be back to check on you 
frequently, Mr. Androse. If you need a nurse, there’s a 
button on your bed,” she added, pointing it out. “When 
you're ready, a Detective Brody also wants to speak with 
you.” 


“PIL set that up when you're ready,” Carl murmured, 
speaking for the first time in thirty minutes. 


Vincent managed to nod. “Thank you,” he whispered. 


“Get some sleep. I'll see you later,” Doctor Rysling said 
before slipping from the room. 


Carl returned to the chair he’d vacated when the doctor 
had begun checking him over. Vincent smiled wanly at him. 
“You gonna stick around?” he slurred. He could feel the 
medication the doctor had hooked up to his IV start to pull 
him even faster toward sleep. 


Nodding, Carl took Vincent’s hand again and then got as 


comfortable as the chair would allow. “Sleep, love. lII be 
here.” 
“Kay,” Vincent murmured before darkness swept over 


him. 


“What do you mean you're not taking me home?” Vincent 
Snapped. 


Carl just smiled, completely nonplussed by his ire. “You’re 
in no condition to be alone, Vince. You know that,” he 
replied patiently. “I’m taking you to my place. You know, 
you're Jake’s hero now. He'll cater to your every whim.” 


Vincent sighed and shook his head. “Yeah, like your son 
wants to be stuck caring for a laid up dude in a foul mood.” 


Carl actually laughed. Laughed! “Of course he will. He 
hates that he has to abide by normal visiting hours and | 
don’t have to.” 


Vincent had to concede that he’d never had a shortage of 
visitors. Trace rallied the men from the firehouse, and 
anytime Carl was working, one of the guys was there to 
keep him company. Vincent had been shocked when even 
Carl’s captain had walked into his room. 


He’d been talking with one of his firehouse buddies, 
Ronnie, at the time. A tall, dark-haired man with a slight 
paunch had paused in the doorway. Vincent wasn’t sure how 
long the guy stood there staring at him and Ronnie as 
Vincent laughed at the other man’s story, but finally they’d 
noticed him. The captain had stepped forward and 
introduced himself. 


“I’m Captain Drew Pascone,” the guy had said by way of 
introduction. “Carl said his man was laid up in here. That 
you?” 


Vincent felt his brows shoot up, and he stammered, “Uh, 
y-yeah, | guess that’d be me.” After exchanging a confused 
look with Ronnie, Vincent lifted his right hand, the one not 
strapped to his chest with a sling, and offered it to the man. 


The captain took it with surprising gentleness, cautious of 
the tubes attached to his forearm. After their handshake 
broke, for a second neither man spoke and an 
uncomfortable silence fell over them. Vincent cleared his 
throat. “It’s good to meet you, Captain. Carl always has 
good things to say about you.” That was probably a bit of a 
stretch. His boyfriend had only mentioned the man twice, 
but both times it had put the man in a good light. 


Captain Pascone snorted. “You shouldn’t lie. You’re not 
very good at it,” he said, to Vincent’s surprise, and 
embarrassment. The captain lifted a hand, waving away any 
words Vincent tried to form. “I understand why Detective 
Lewis didn’t say anything. His wife was the precinct skank, if 
you'll pardon my language,” the captain said. 


“Uh, sure,” Vincent murmured, knowing the surprise he 
felt was written all over his face. After he and Carl 
exchanged their brief tales of their failed past relationships, 


they hadn’t discussed Rhonda. This information was 
definitely new. 


Ronnie cleared his throat and stood. “I’m gonna get a cup 
of coffee. Either of you want one?” 


Vincent chuckled. “Yeah, but if you bring me one, the 
nurses will probably make me stay here an extra week.” He 
paused. “l'Il pass,” he said, sighing. 


“No, | won’t be here long enough for that,” the captain 
said, once again showing the bluntness Carl had said he was 
famous for. 


After the other man was gone, Drew crossed his arms and 
stared at the ceiling. “He didn’t tell you that, huh? Not 
Surprising. He’s a private guy, which comes back to me 
being here.” 


Vincent swallowed, then touched his tongue to his lips to 
wet them. “Why are you here?” he hazarded the question, 
not wanting to piss off his lover’s boss. 


Captain Pascone smiled. “I like you. Straight to the point, 
like me. That'll serve you well in a relationship with Carl. I’ve 
watched that man rise through the ranks from beat cop to 
detective. I’d never seen him smile much when he was with 
Rhonda, but he did the few weeks before ya’lls fight.” He 
grinned, once more reading Vincent’s expression like words 
on a page. “Sure, | knew about that. Of course, at the time, 
most guys thought it was a new woman that had Carl tied 
up in knots. It wasn’t until | heard from Detective Brody that 
Carl was on the scene with you that | put the pieces 
together.” 


“That didn’t get him in trouble, did it?” Vincent asked 
quickly, hoping what happened with his ex hadn’t caused 


problems with Carl. 


“Nothing that a report or two didn’t clear up,” the captain 
replied, reassuring him. “Anyway, what | came to Say is, | 
don’t tolerate discrimination in my precinct. You hear of 
problems, you let me know,” he ordered. 


“Me?” 


“Yup. Detective Lewis thinks he needs to handle 
everything on his own. He might not tell me. | want you to 
tell me.” 


After taking a second to stare at Carl’s captain in shock, 
and to think, Vincent chuckled. He knew exactly what this 
was. A family test. “Look, if | hear anything from Carl, or see 
anything, l'Il talk to Carl about it. l'II encourage him to take 
the information to you. How about that?” 


It took a moment of hard staring, but then a grin split 
Captain Pascone’s features. “Good man. Don’t want any 
more backstabbing skanks messing up my detectives,” he 
grumbled. 


“Captain, what are you doing here?” Carl asked, striding 
Slowly into the room. 


“Just getting to know your man, Lewis. Seems like a 
decent fellow,” the captain said. 


“Yeah,” Carl said softly, crossing to give him a kiss. Holy 
hell, my man just gave me a kiss in front of his boss! “Yeah, 
he is. Saved my son, ya know,” Carl added. 


Drew nodded, his gaze on the silently playing TV 
overhead. “Yup. | heard that.” Then his focus shifted to Carl 


and he waved a finger between them. “You and he have any 
trouble with anybody, you let me know.” 


Before either man could reply, Captain Pascone strode 
from the room. 


Carl chuckled, then asked, “Do you think we made him 
uncomfortable?” 


“No, he didn’t really strike me as the kind of guy who'd 
care who kissed who,” Vincent replied honestly. 


“Me neither, now how about another?” 


Vincent was happy to comply, accepting Carl’s tongue into 
his mouth in a deep kiss. 


Vincent fell silent as Carl pushed his wheelchair through 
the hospital toward the exit. At this point, he’d agreed to 
anything to get out of the place. He knew the nurses and 
doctors were just doing their jobs, but if one more came 
near him with a needle, he’d hit them. 


It didn’t matter that they gushed over him, or flirted with 
all the visitors that had come through his doors, Vincent was 
done with this place for as long as possible. He took a deep 
breath of fresh air for the first time in over a week. “God, 
that smells good,” he muttered. 


Carl chuckled behind him. He leaned close, his lips next to 
Vincent’s ear, and said, “The smell of car exhaust and smog 
excites you that much?” 


“No, that would be your cologne,” Vincent replied, just 
refraining from turning his head and trying to catch those 
lips. His shaft was already filling from just that little contact. 


It'd been nearly two weeks before the accident, then add 
another week on top of that of being able to see, talk to, 
and kiss Carl, but nothing more, and Vincent was ready to 
go out of his mind with lust. It wouldn’t take much for him to 
try to ignore the doctor’s orders of no physical activity and 
pounce on his lover. 


Chapter Seventeen 


“Hold that thought, love,” Carl whispered into Vince’s ear as 
he stopped the wheelchair next to the car. Jake slipped from 
the driver’s seat and hurried around to help him ease a 
quickly tiring Vince into the front passenger seat. 


Still, Vince had enough presence of mind to scowl at Jake 
and say, “What are you doing driving? You aren’t old enough 
to have your license.” 


Jake grinned unabashedly. “No, I’m in Driver’s Ed this 
semester, and dad’s gonna let me get my learner’s permit 
soon.” 


“You still shouldn’t be driving,” he murmured, his head 
falling back against the headrest. 


Carl leaned in and buckled Vince’s belt. “You won’t call the 
cops, will you?” he teased softly and pecked a quick kiss to 
Vince’s lips. It was so quick, Vince didn’t even have time to 
reciprocate, but he smiled anyway. They both knew that any 
kind of public display was a huge step for Carl. 


“I'll keep it under my hat for now,” he whispered sleepily, 
“but don’t let it happen again!” 


After Carl climbed behind the wheel, a glance in the 
rearview mirror showed his son’s grin. Clearly he wasn’t at 
all upset by Vince’s scolding. After buckling his belt, Carl 


turned around again and asked Jake, “You hear from your 
mom?” 


Jake grimaced, but nodded, telling Carl that there was 
something he needed to hear. After a glance at Vince and 
seeing his closed eyes and dozing expression, Carl looked 
back at Jake and lifted a brow in question. 


“I mentioned that Mr. Androse is staying with us for a 
while. Mom said it wouldn’t be appropriate for a strange 
man to be sleeping in the same house as her daughter, so, 
um, she said she’s keeping Lorna this weekend,” Jake finally 
finished in a rush. 


Carl’s jaw tightened and his eyes narrowed. “I see.” It 
wouldn’t do any good to express his irritation now. It wasn’t 
Jake’s fault. 


To his surprise, Jake rushed on to say, “I told her that it 
wouldn’t be inappropriate because he’s gay, and we've all 
hung out with him for months.” 


Jerking back around, Carl took in Jake’s flaming red cheeks 
and chagrined look. “Let me guess. That didn’t go over any 
better,” Carl said. Jake shook his head, scowling. Carl 
reached back and patted his son’s knee. “Don’t sweat it. I'll 
take care of it.” 


Carl straightened in his seat, put the car in gear, and 
headed home. He glanced repeatedly at Vince, but the man 
still seemed dead to the world. 


On arriving home, he was loath to wake Vince, but didn’t 
think carrying him would do his shoulder any favors. 
Handing his keys to Jake, Carl said, “Open the house for me. 
Make sure the way is clear to my bedroom.” 


Jake grumbled, “I already did that this morning,” but 
hurried to the front door to open it. 


Carl rounded the hood of his sedan and opened the 
passenger door. He gently rubbed Vince’s thigh, trying not 
to notice the firm muscles he loved to touch and explore. 
“Come on, love, it’s time to go into the house.” 


“Why you call me that?” his man’s slurred voice came as 
he swung his legs out of the car. 


“Cause | /ove you,” Carl replied softly, while catching his 
lover’s lurching form. Vince stumbled forward, then bounced 
into Carl. Keeping Vince’s injured shoulder in mind, Carl 
carefully slipped his arm around his half asleep and drugged 
lover’s waist, steadying him. 


“Oh, good,” Vince murmured, his head lolling on Carl’s 
shoulder. He tipped his head back and smiled goofily up at 
Carl, the brown of his eyes nearly hidden because his eyes 
were so dilated. “I love you, too.” 


Although the admission warmed his heart, Carl couldn’t 
wait to hear it from his lover’s lips when Vince wasn’t out of 
it. “Good.” He pecked a quick kiss on Vince’s mouth and 
then urged him forward, trying not to think about his 
neighbors, or anyone who could be watching. 


With much maneuvering and side-stepping, Carl managed 
to get Vince into the house and up the stairs to his bedroom. 
It had occurred to him to set Vince up in the spare room— 
but why bother with pretense? Vince was his lover, and Carl 
wanted him in his bed, even if they couldn’t do much more 
than hold each other. 


“Mmm, nice. Masculine,” Vince muttered. 


Carl glanced around his bedroom, taking in the dark tan 
paint on the walls and dark wood furniture. “Yeah, hope you 
don’t mind,” he said. He’d completely redecorated this one 
room after he’d divorced Rhonda. He’d wanted it to reflect 
his own personality. 


“Yeah, it’s very you,” he replied as Carl helped him out of 
his sweats and t-shirt and into bed. Vince smiled up at him, 
looking so good on Carl’s bed that his dick stirred in his 
jeans. “So dark and sexy, mysterious.” 


That had Carl chuckling softly. “Okay, it’s time for you to 
Sleep off whatever they gave you at the hospital before you 
left.” He leaned down and brushed a kiss over Vince’s lips. 
“The bathroom’s through there if you need it,” he explained, 
pointing. “Get some rest. l'Il be down the hall in my office, 
second door on the right, if you need anything. Okay?” 


Vince nodded, his eyelids already closing. “‘Kay.” 


Jake stood uncertainly, in the hallway, peering into Carl’s 
room. “Is he going to be okay?” 


Carl glanced over his shoulder at Vince and smiled. The 
sexy firefighter, relaxed and dreaming, made a fucking hot 
picture in his bed. “Yeah. He just needs rest and care at the 
moment.” He wrapped an arm around his son and looked 
down at him. “He saved you, and you mean the world to 
me, Jake. I'd do anything for him and you, Lorna, too,” he 
added. 


Jake nodded, face solemn, and for some reason, no other 
words were needed. 


“| didn’t ask you to stay home from work to care for me,” 
Vince stated, expressing his surprise at Carl's 


announcement. 


Carl smiled at Vince in amusement. He leaned down and 
pressed a soft kiss to Vince’s lips before easing down on the 
couch next to him and carefully settling Vince’s head on his 
lap. “You didn’t have to, Vince. | wanted to do this for you.” 


“Ah, let him do this, Vince,” Ryan cajoled, flopping down 
on one easy chair across the room. 


Trace laughed and settled into another chair, pulling 
Patrick down to sit on his lap. “Come on, when’s the next 
time you’re going to have a hot man asking to take care of 
you, hmm?” Not waiting for an answer, the other firefighter 
turned to the man he held and crooned, “You gonna let me 
take care of you later, baby?” 


Carl watched Trace’s antics and chuckled. The guys had 
shown up unannounced that evening, bringing greasy 
burgers, which Vince couldn’t eat yet, beer which Vince 
couldn’t drink yet, and best wishes and congrats on getting 
sprung from the hospital. Those, Vince had accepted 
gracefully. Now, they were all gathered in the family room, 
while Jake was tucked away upstairs finishing a math 
assignment he’d conveniently forgotten about yesterday. 


“Whoa, whoa!” Ryan called, holding up his hands even 
though he was grinning. “Heterosexual male here,” he said, 
making the others laugh. Trace kissed Patrick anyway, 
loudly, then winked at Ryan. The detective laughed and 
shook his head before returning his focus to Vince. “Let Carl 
take the time off, man. He needs it. It’s been ages since he’s 
taken more than a day or two.” Ryan suddenly frowned, as if 
in deep thought. “God, | don’t know when you took a 
vacation last.” 


Carl’s brows shot up as he dug through his memory. 
“Damn. It was when Lorna was born,” he admitted with a 
blush. “Ten years ago.” 


“Oh, boo! Work-a-holic!” Trace called, throwing a Cheeto 
at him. 


Vince grinned up at him from where his temple rested on 
Carl’s thigh. “You really are a work-a-holic,” he agreed softly. 
“You should work on that.” 


Grinning, Carl murmured, “You gonna help me with it?” He 
leaned down and gave Vince a soft kiss, ever mindful of how 
much pressure he applied anywhere near Vince’s left 
shoulder. 


“Ewe, Dad! Do you have to do that in front of me?” 


Carl’s head lifted slightly. He winked at Vince before 
turning to his daughter. “Yes, Lorna, | must.” He grinned at 
her and said, “You'll get used to it, honey.” 


She gave an exaggerated sigh and rolled her eyes. 
“Whatever.” Then, all traces of annoyance disappeared, and 
Lorna bounded across the room and stopped in front of 
them. She smiled shyly at Vince, who was struggling into a 
sitting position. “Hi, Mr. Androse. I’m glad you're feeling 
better.” 


“Hi, Lorna. I’m glad I’m feeling better, too. It’s good to see 
you again,” Vince replied, giving Lorna a wan smile. Carl 
thought he still looked a little pale. 


Vince tried to hide his pain, but Carl still heard it in the 
other man’s voice. He turned to Lorna and his brows 
creased into a frown. “Honey, not that I’m not happy to see 
you, but what are you doing here? When did you get 


home?” Carl distinctly remembered Jake telling him that 
Rhonda wasn’t going to bring Lorna by today, instead 
keeping his daughter until Tuesday. 


“Almost ten minutes ago,” came a huffy, feminine voice 
from the doorway. 


“Rhonda,” Carl greeted cordially as he rose from the 
couch. “Thank you for bringing Lorna. Jake was under the 
impression that you planned to keep her until Tuesday. I’m 
glad to be able to spend some time with her.” 


His ex-wife stared around the group, her eyes narrowing 
when she spotted Trace and Patrick. She all but sneered at 
Vince. “I just brought her by to get a history paper she said 
she'd left. We're not staying,” Rhonda snapped. 


Carl glanced toward his daughter, who blushed where she 
sat next to Vince. He hadn’t heard of any history paper, 
although he had to admit he’d been a bit pre-occupied over 
the past week. Then he noticed how guilty Lorna looked, 
and he knew he hadn’t missed the information. Lorna didn’t 
have a paper. She’d wanted to come see Vince. 


With that heart-warming knowledge tucked into the back 
of his mind, Carl turned to face Rhonda. “I see. It is my night 
with her, though. Why don’t you just leave her, and l'Il bring 
her back to you tomorrow after school.” 


If the displeasure creasing Rhonda’s face as she swept 
another scathing look over the group of men didn’t tell Carl 
all he needed to know, her next comments would have. She 
smirked at Ryan and, to Carl’s shock, stated, “So this is why 
you turned me down all those years ago. | did wonder.” 
Then she turned to Carl and snapped, “As if | want my 
children anywhere near fags. Where’s Jake? He’s coming 
with me, too.” 


“Rhonda,” Carl growled, anger pulsing through his veins, 
not just at her words, but at the looks she was giving his 
friends and lover. “You will not speak like that in my house. 
And you will not take my kids away from me just because 
you don’t like that | prefer the company of a man over you. 
You weren't faithful to me, remember?” he couldn’t help but 
point out. 


He knew he shouldn’t say these things in front of Lorna, 
but once Carl started, he couldn’t seem to stop. “You slept 
with every man who would have you,” he snarled, drawing 
closer to her. “Fidelity is something Vince understands, and 
when you are in my house, you will treat him with respect.” 


“Lorna,” Rhonda snapped, flagrantly ignoring his words, 
“grab your paper and tell your brother to gather his things. 
We're leaving.” 


“I’m not going with you, Mom.” Both of them turned to 
see Jake standing just inside the room. “My place is here, 
with Dad. Since you don’t want to be around fags, you sure 
won’t want me around either.” 


Rhonda hissed, then snapped, “What?” 


Jake straightened his shoulders, standing tall, as he 
replied dryly. “That wasn’t the cheerleader | was looking at, 
Mom. | was checking out the quarterback’s ass.” 


Yeah, my son really needs to work on his coming out 
technique. While his ex-wife gasped, Carl had to smother a 
chuckle. From the corner of his eye, he saw Trace and 
Patrick doing the same. Normally, he would have said 
something about Jake speaking that way to an adult, let 
alone his mother, but considering the circumstances, and 
the interesting shade of red Rhonda’s face was turning, Carl 
bit his tongue. 


“Let’s go, Lorna,” Rhonda ordered harshly. She turned to 
Carl and snapped, “I'll make sure you never see your 
daughter again.” 


Carl’s teeth ground together as he worked to bite back a 
scathing remark. He knew she couldn’t really do that, but 
fear shot through his system anyway. To his surprise, Patrick 
rose gracefully from Trace’s lap and stated, “You won’t get 
away with that, Ms. Rhonda. /’// make sure of that.” 


Rhonda looked Patrick’s lithe five foot nine frame up and 
down and her lips curved into an unimpressed smirk. “There 
isn’t anything you can do about it.” 


Patrick pulled out a card and held it out to Rhonda, who 
took it without looking at it. “My name is Patrick Delarosa. | 
work for Stephenson, Carlton, and sons. I’m a licensed 
attorney who specializes in child custody battles. | can 
assure you that if you attempt to ban Carl from seeing his 
daughter, request a change of custody of any kind, or even 
manipulate things so it’s difficult for him to see his children 
on any of his rightful days, all your sordid affairs will come 
out, and it will be you who will lose all custody.” Patrick 
paused for affect, his gray eyes passive and cool. He 
watched Rhonda’s suddenly pale face as she looked up from 
reading whatever it said on Patrick’s card. “Do | make 
myself clear?” 


Carl had no idea if Patrick could do as he said, but it 
certainly seemed to get his ex thinking. Swallowing hard, 
Rhonda gave a curt nod. “Yes.” She cast a chilly look toward 
Carl, and something told him this wouldn’t be the last he 
heard of this, but at least she shut her mouth. “I'll pick them 
up from school tomorrow.” 


With those parting words, Rhonda turned on her heel and 
left. Not even a good-bye to her daughter? How typical. Carl 
found himself glaring at where she’d disappeared, 
wondering how the hell he’d managed to stay married to 
her for sixteen years. Oh yeah. For the kid’s sakes. Taking a 
deep breath, he smoothed his features and turned to 
Patrick. “Thank you.” 


Patrick lifted one shoulder and gave him an understanding 
smile. “Sure,” he replied settling back on Trace’s lap. “Let 
me know if she causes problems.” He gave him a rueful 
grin. “I may not be able to remove all custody from her, but 
| can certainly make things difficult for her.” 


Trace immediately kissed the attorney’s neck and 
whispered something about how fucking hot that was, and 
Carl prayed Lorna hadn’t heard it. 


Carl nodded, and turned to Lorna. He dropped to his knees 
at his ten-year-old daughter’s feet and smiled. “Guess 
you’re with me tonight after all. Did you really leave a paper 
over here?” 


Lorna blushed. “No.” Before Carl could figure out how to 
respond to the admission, she rushed to say, “I wanted to 
see you, and make sure your boyfriend was okay, but when | 
told mom that she got real red in the face like you saw and 
wouldn’t let me come. | had to think of something.” 


From the corner of his eye, Carl could see Vince stifling his 
laughter. He focused on Lorna. “I understand why you did, 
and | like that you wanted to make certain we were all okay. 
However,” he added, “no more lying to adults. Got it?” 


Lorna nodded, obviously relieved she’d wasn’t getting into 
trouble. 


“You know that Mr. Androse is my boyfriend, and I’m going 
to kiss him in front of you, right?” he asked, wanting to 
make certain she understood that. 


She rolled her eyes. “Yeah. | guess it’s fine.” 


Carl smiled and kissed her forehead. “Good.” He stood 
and strode to Jake, wrapping the boy—no, young man—in a 
hug. It was the only way he could express his gratitude for 
his son’s support, even though he’d never wanted to pit his 
kids against their mother. Pulling away, he murmured, 
“Make sure when you’re with your mom, you show her 
respect. If she says anything derogatory to you, let me know 
and l'Il speak to her.” 


“I will, Dad.” 


Nodding, he pointed out, “And that may not have been the 
best way to come out to her, but Rhonda’s your mother and 
she loves you. She'll come around.” Carl prayed he wasn’t 
giving his son a line. 


After letting out a breath, Carl turned to face Ryan. He 
took in his partner’s embarrassed expression, how he 
wouldn’t meet Carl’s eyes, and remembered Rhonda’s 
comment about Ryan refusing her. His stomach rolled at the 
knowledge. “She propositioned you?” he asked bluntly. 
“When?” 


Ryan grimaced, swallowing hard. “It was right after you 
told me your suspicions about her cheating and hired the 
private investigator.” His expression turned pained. He 
rubbed a hand over his bearded jaw in discomfort. “I’m 
sorry, man. Nothing happened between us,” he rushed to 
assure, “You know I'd never poach your...lover,” he said 
glancing at Vince. 


Carl held up a hand, stopping Ryan’s babbling. “Don’t 
worry about it. It’s over and done with.” It was true, and he 
let that knowledge settle his nerves. He sat next to Vince 
and wrapped his arm around him, reveling in the knowledge 
of how comfortable he felt showing Vince affection. From the 
pained lines around his lover’s lips, he knew he was 
beginning to fade and needed to lie down soon. 


He pressed soft kisses to Vince’s lips and said, “Trace 
reminded me of the Memorial Day picnic put on by the 
firefighters. I’m going to be your date.” 


“Oh, yeah?” Vince replied, amusement lighting those 
brown eyes Carl loved. “You think l'Il let you go as my date, 
huh?” 


“Damn straight,” Carl growled. “Someone needs to make 
certain you don’t over exert yourself.” 


Vince leaned forward and kissed Carl. Carl opened easily 
to his lover, uncaring who was in the room to watch them. 
Vince pulled away just enough to whisper against Carl’s lips, 
“There’s no one else I’d rather have take care of me.” 


Epilogue 


Vincent lounged in a park chair and smiled at the group of 
men playing a rough game of flag football. Or, more 
particularly, at one particular man playing with the others. 
Carl stood in huddle with a couple other men as they 
discussed the play. Sweat gleamed on his bare skin, 
accentuating the strong muscles of his back and shoulders. 
The view made Vincent’s mouth water, and he couldn’t wait 
to get home and implement his plans. 


“Mmmm, anyone in particular catch your eye?” Patrick 
teased, plopping down onto the chair next to him. 


“As if you don’t have eyes for only one man yourself,” he 
quipped back, laughing. Vincent was impressed that Trace 
had stayed with one guy this long, as his friend wasn’t 
known for sticking with one man for more than a week or 
two. He hoped it meant his friend was feeling something a 
bit more this time around. Patrick certainly seemed to be a 
good guy. 


Patrick chuckled, watching the men continue to play. 
“Yeah.” 


Vincent jumped to his feet, ignoring the tiny twinge in his 
shoulder, and cheered loudly as Carl caught the ball Trace 
had thrown and scored a touchdown. 


“Did you have fun at the picnic?” Carl asked from his 
position in the bedroom doorway. 


Vincent wondered if he refused to come closer because he 
was still wet from his shower and only had a towel wrapped 
around his waist while using another to dry his hair. He 
smiled and nodded. “It was nice to get out.” It had been 
over a month and a half since the incident with Lonnie. His 
ex was in prison. The trial had been surprisingly quick, with 
very few complications. 


Other than the trial, Vincent had mostly been stuck 
around the house. It was just recently, as long as he took 
someone with him, that he’d been able to run errands. Even 
physical therapy had been done in Carl’s home. And the fact 
that Carl never did more than kiss Vincent drove him crazy. 
But he planned to change that tonight. The thought made 
Vincent smile. 


“You need help with anything before | get in the shower?” 


Vincent glanced up from where he was towel-drying his 
hair and shook his head. Carl asked that every night. His 
lover was so attentive, wanting to care for him and make 
certain he was okay. Even to the point of frustration, Vincent 
thought ruefully. “Nope. I’m good.” 


Carl nodded. “I'll just be a few minutes then.” 


Giving his lover a wave, Vincent watched from the corner 
of his eye as Carl stripped down and headed to the 
bathroom to shower. His mouth watered at the sight of the 
detective’s naked backside. He wanted that ass so badly, 
and tonight, he intended to get it. 


Tossing aside the towel from his head and whipping off the 
one at his waist, he quickly opened the bedside drawer. He 


cocked his head and listened to the sound of the shower 
Start, letting thoughts of a wet, slippery Carl distract him for 
a moment. Refocusing on his plan, Vincent pulled out a 
piece of paper and a tube of lube. He lay down on the bed, 
popped the cap, and drizzled a large amount of the slick 
onto his fingers. 


Vincent grunted when he slipped two fingers into his 
rectum. He paused, letting his body adjust to the intrusion. 
The stretch and burn reminded him of how long it had been 
since he’d bottomed. Damn, it’s been years! 


Banishing the memory of the last time, which had 
happened with his psychotic ex-lover, Vincent twisted his 
fingers and searched out his prostate. He found it. A spike of 
sensation washed through his body, making him grunt as he 
rubbed the spongy gland. His eyes slid closed and he 
breathed slowly through his mouth as he worked his hole 
open, pleasuring himself, feeling his cock fill until his 
erection tapped his abs and leaked over his stomach. 


A gasp, then a moan that wasn’t his own caught Vincent’s 
attention. Stilling his movements was an effort, because 
damn he’d forgotten how good it felt, Vince pried his eyes 
open and smiled at Carl’s shocked expression. 


“Vince?” 


Carl’s strangled word made Vince grin. He wrapped his 
fingers around the base of his dick, squeezing tightly to 
make certain he could contain his approaching orgasm. 
“Hey,” he whispered. “Gonna come join me?” 


He caught how Carl’s gaze dropped to where Vincent still 
had three fingers buried in his ass. Carl’s breathing 
accelerated, and Vincent felt relief, and pleasure, when he 
saw the way his lover’s underwear tented. Carl took several 


steps toward him, then paused. He gave Vincent an 
uncertain look. “Vince, | don’t—” 


Shit! Had he misjudged Carl? 
“| don’t want to hurt you,” Carl whispered. 


Relief flooded Vincent. He smiled and nodded toward the 
papers next to him on the bed. “I’m all cleared, baby,” he 
murmured, slowly beginning to work his fingers again. “l 
want to share this with you. | want to feel you.” Vincent 
licked his lips and swallowed. “Make love to me?” 


He hadn’t meant for it to be a question, but Carl didn’t 
seem to mind. He mewled his appreciation at the show and 
peeled his underwear down his hips. Carl’s weeping cock 
Slapped his abs, smearing pre-cum, and he immediately 
gripped the base as he groaned. A shudder rocked the 
detective’s body, and his eyes dropped closed for several 
seconds. 


When Carl’s eyes snapped back open, Vincent nearly 
came from the feral heat lighting his lover’s eyes. Carl bared 
his teeth and growled as he released his dick and stalked 
toward the bed, his erection standing proud and tall, and 
pointing the way toward Vincent. 


Carl’s eyes narrowed and he swept up the papers. After a 
quick perusal, where he stroked his shaft almost absently, 
Carl tossed the papers aside. To Vincent’s surprise, instead 
of joining him, Carl yanked open his underwear drawer, 
rummaged through it, and pulled out a slip of paper. He 
returned to the bed and finally climbed up next to Vincent. 


Holding out the paper, he waited for Vincent to take it. 
Vincent had to release his dick to do so, and he struggled to 
focus on the words on the page. He realized it was a health 


certificate, proving that Carl was clean. Vincent’s brows shot 
up and he met Carl’s gaze, with a questioning look of his 
own. 


Vincent felt Carl’s hand wrap around his wrist and gently 
urge his fingers out of his ass. His digits slipped free, 
making him moan softly at the sensation. The click of the 
tube of lube sounded loud in the silence of the room, but he 
couldn’t tear his gaze away from Carl’s intense features as 
he glanced down at the slick. 


He let out a soft hiss of pleasure when he felt Carl slip one 
lubed finger into his rectum, followed quickly by a second. 
Vincent’s hips bucked when his lover slid a finger across his 
prostate. “Shit!” he hissed. 


Carl grinned, a smug look curving his lips. “That the 
spot?” he teased. 


“Ugh! You know it is,” Vincent said, grunting when Carl did 
it again. “Fuck me now, damn it,” he snapped. 


To his surprise, Carl pulled his fingers free, pressed the 
crown of his dick against Vincent’s pucker, and thrust. 
Vincent moaned at the way his body opened as Carl drove 
his erection deep inside of him. A gasp from above caught 
Vincent’s attention and his gaze snapped to Carl’s face. His 
lover’s rounded eyes and the way his mouth dropped open 
in an oh of shocked pleasure filled Vincent with pride. 


Carl froze, his prick buried balls deep in Vincent’s ass. 
“Oh, my God,” his whispered. “I never—never could have 
imagined.” 


Vincent smiled, exceedingly pleased at the pleasure his 
body was bringing his lover. Reaching up, Vince gently 
cupped the back of Carl’s neck and drew him down into a 


deep, tongue-twining kiss. When they broke, both men were 
panting. 


Carl rested his head against Vincent’s shoulder, his right 
one, the good one. “I never would have thought,” Carl 
whispered, a shudder working through him again. 


Threading his fingers through the other man’s hair, 
Vincent whispered, “Move, baby. Fuck me.” 


A moan tore from Carl’s chest and once more, he obeyed. 
He pulled out, then slammed forward. His strokes were wild, 
and deep, and irregular, telling Vincent of the mindless 
pleasure that enveloped Carl. Every few strokes, his lover 
managed to glance over his prostate, making Vincent’s cock 
jerk and twitch and sparks shoot through his body. 


Seconds later, Carl grunted, groaned, and shuddered 
through his orgasm. Vincent gasped in surprise as he felt 
Carl’s warm seed fill his rectum. He clenched his ass 
repeatedly, heightening his lover’s orgasmic high. Listening 
to the sexy noises escaping Carl as he jerked and twitched 
through his release, Vincent stroked his lover’s back and 
petted his sides. Finally, Carl groaned and collapsed against 
him. Nuzzling the detective’s neck, he kissed and nibbled 
Carl, holding him as his endorphins settled. 


“Holy fuck,” Carl finally managed, groaning softly. “I’ve 
never felt anything like that.” 


Vincent smiled. “Yeah,” he whispered, hissing softly as 
Carl’s softening prick slipped from his ass. 


Carl flopped to the side and looked over at Vincent with a 
blissful expression. “You know I’m not letting you go, right?” 


Rolling over, Vincent grunted as his leaking, still painfully 
hard erection rubbed against Carl’s hip. He took a breath 
and then smiled at Carl’s surprised look. “I sure hope not,” 
he whispered. “I don’t think | want to let the man | love go,” 
he admitted. 


Carl’s eyes snapped open. “You love me?” 


He nodded and leaned forward. “Yeah. | love you, Carl. You 
mean everything to me. | can’t think of anyone who would 
have done everything you’ve done for me.” Vincent 
swallowed hard and sucked in a breath. “Your support, your 
friendship, saved me, baby.” 


Carl’s eyes fell closed and a shiver worked through his 
body. When he opened his hazel eyes again, they glistened 
with unshed tears. “You saved me first, Vincent. You took a 
bullet for my son.” A tear slipped down his cheek. “I love 
being here for you. | love holding you every night. | love you 
and don’t want you to return home. | want you here, always 
in my bed,” he admitted. 


Vincent sucked in a breath, smiling with relief that he 
wasn’t the only one feeling these things. He nodded. “We'll 
definitely have to discuss bringing over my couch. Yours 
sucks,” he teased. 


Carl grinned. “Yeah. It does.” The grin turned lascivious 
and Vincent sucked in a breath when Carl wrapped his fist 
around his erection and stroked. “How about we make plans 
after you show me what you can do with this?” 


A feral growl escaped Vincent as a grin split his lips. 
“Yeah,” he hissed. Vincent wrapped one hand around Carl’s 
hip and pulled him under his body, insinuating himself 
between his lover’s thighs. His gaze locked on Carl’s as he 
grabbed the lube. He paused for a few seconds, capturing 


his man’s mouth in a thorough lip-lock before Vincent 
focused on Carl’s pleasure and showed his lover exactly 
what an experienced top could do. 
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